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The Taxi Rolled Away as Sylvia Stood There 


SYLVIA SANDERS 
and the Tangled Web 


- 


‘CHAPTER ONE 
SYLVIA ARRIVES 


Sylvia worked her way through the crowd at the 
station and lifted her hand to signal a taxi. Before 
she could reach the door the driver opened for her, 
a couple pushed their two children into the -back 
seat and rushed in behind them. 

Sylvia tossed her red curls under the smart little 
hat and flashed her gray-green eyes at the woman 
on the back seat. 

“That’s the taxi I called!” she snapped. 

“First come, first served!” retorted the woman, 
settling back with a triumphant air while her hus- 
band gave the driver directions. 

The car rolled off, and Sylvia stood looking after 
it, feeling frustrated and angry at such rudeness. 
Why couldn't people be as courteous and consider- 
ate in a big city as they were in small towns? 

“You have to push if you get anywhere in this 
burg,” came a low-pitched voice just behind Sylvia. 

She turned to see a smartly dressed woman smil- 
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ing at her in a friendly manner. Her dad had warned 
her before she left for Chicago to be careful about 
picking up acquaintance with strangers, but Sylvia 
knew he had been thinking especially of men. 

“A pretty girl like you must always be on her 
guard,” Dad had said. 

As a result of obeying this warning the journey 
up from Carolina had seemed frightfully long and 
boring, but Sylvia didn’t want to make any missteps 
that might spoil her plans and dreams. She had had 
trouble enough in persuading her family to let her 
come North to try to break into radio. The fact that 
her cousin, Beth Sanders, was here at the university 
and had an apartment she could share, had proved 
a factor in Sylvia’s favor. . 

Her father had been firm against the whole idea 
at first. His old college chum, Nat Hudson, was with 
the FBI in Chicago, and had told Mr. Sanders some 
tall tales of the crime in the great city when he last 
‘visited them in the little Carolina coast town for a 
bit of fishing. Dad was sure his pretty nineteen- 
year-old daughter would be in constant danger in 
such an. atmosphere. 

If her mother hadn't pulled for her, Sylvia might 
never have made it. 

“Don't be silly, Ed,” she had said to her husband. 
“Look at Beth. She's been in college there three 
years and nothing’s happened to her.” 
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“Nothing’s happened to her!” exploded Mr. Sand-. 
ers. “Why she’s gotten so sophisticated she wouldn't 
even speak to me on the street if I happened to pass 
her in my old fishing togs.” 

Of course Beth was smarter looking and different 
since she had been away from Summerville so long. 
Sylvia thought that only natural. Beth didn’t even 
talk as she used to, and some of her friends were 
very scornful of her “Chicago twang” as they called 
it. 

“Sylvia will never get anywhere in this little 
town,” her mother had continued. “The child has 
talent. She ought to go where she can make the best 
of it.” 

Mrs. Sanders was not just an unusually proud 
mother, for all the town considered Sylvia some- 
thing of a prodigy. She had been taking parts on 
local radio programs since she was so small she had 
to stand on a chair to reach the mike. And Sylvia 
loved it. But by the time she was eighteen there 
were no other radio goals to be conquered in her 
own small southern town. There was just not enough 
scope for her talents in the few live shows sand- 
wiched between the network programs and numer- 
ous transcriptions. 

Her dreams naturally turned to big time radio 
work in New York or Chicago. Hollywood was much 
too far away to come even within the radius of her 
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dreams. Finally Chicago became her logical goal, 
since Beth was there to give her anchorage. But 
even here Dad had made only a compromise. She 
could spend the summer there. If nothing of impor- 
tance developed she must come back South and 
finish her last two years of college. But Sylvia knew 
she was going to make good. There had been no 
trouble in getting on the air back home, so why 
shouldn't she make good in the big city? 

In fact she had felt entirely confident about it all 
until the train pulled out of her home station, and 
she had only the memory of all those dear faces 
wishing her Godspeed. Her assurance had started 
plummeting then. It reached a new low as she stood 
on the curb in front of the Dearborn Street railroad 
station and saw those rude people literally snatch a 
taxi away from her. 

She was finding out early that you have to push 
to get anywhere. Another taxi rolled up before she 
could recover her equilibrium. It was even more 
promptly filled than the last. People who didn’t seem 
to be traveling together at all just packed into it. 

“Come. We can get one easier if we move a little 
farther up,” suggested the woman who had spoken 
so consolingly a few minutes earlier. 

Sylvia followed her and they were just in time to 
step into the next car. 

“I might have taken a bus or street car if I knew 
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my way around,” said Sylvia as she settled into the 
back seat and the strange woman got in beside her. 
“But Beth would have a test the very afternoon I 
arrive!” 

“Where to?” snapped the driver. 

When the stranger had given him an address on 
Michigan Boulevard the driver asked, “Is the other 
dame going the same place?” 

“Oh no, mine’s the Stewart Apartments.” 

When Sylvia had given him the street and num- 
ber the taxi raced off. 

Her companion turned to her and said, “You're 
Southern, I see.” 

“How did you guess that?” asked Sylvia, not with- 
out some irritation in her voice. 

“That musical southern drawl would mark you 
anywhere you go, my dear.” 

Sylvia laughed in sheer relief. She didn’t mind 
talking like a southern girl, but she did hate the 
thought of looking small town. 

“Mr. Foss, program director at our station said 
my southern speech might be a handicap to my 
gettin’ into radio up here. But nobody ever criticised 
it back home,” Sylvia explained. 

The taxi had to stop right under the elevated to 
wait for a light to change, and Sylvia's companion 
leaned closer to say above the roar, “Oh, so you 
came up to get into radio?” 
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Sylvia smiled and nodded confidently. “I suppose 
it’s not an easy thing to do, but I’ve already had lots 
of experience.” 

“TI bet you have.” 

The taxi pushed its way on into the roaring traffie. 
Sylvia looked for a crash momentarily, as the car 
dashed around the slower-moving vehicles. 

“You look smart as a whip,” continued the 
woman. 

Sylvia drew into her shell and took a firmer grip 
on her purse which lay on her lap. 

“Odd our meeting like this,” persisted the woman. 
“Two people interested in the same line of work. 
I write for radio.” 

If she had announced that she was head of one 
of the big networks the southern girl could not have 
been more thrilled. “Not really!” she exclaimed. 

“Oh, only in a very small way.” 

“Drama, skits, serials or what?” asked Sylvia 
eagerly. 

“Oh, just a daily advertising bit for a jeweler, but 
I've really enjoyed it.” 

Sylvia couldn’t believe her luck. She hadn't 
dreamed of striking up an acquaintance so soon with 
someone who was right in the big game. 

“I suppose you know lots of people important in 
radio.” 

“Not so many. A few of course.” 
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They had turned onto a beautiful boulevard, and 
Sylvia caught her breath at sight of the lake. What 
a relief after those narrow streets and grimy build- 
ings! On her arrival in the city the drab station had 
given her a jolt. What a contrast it was to the green 
little parkway in front of the union station at home, 
with its white stone postoffice on one side, and the 
neat hotel with the fountain on the other. But now 
on the spacious boulevard her heart lifted, and a 
light came into her eyes as she glimpsed the blue 
waters of the great lake in the distance. 

“I see you love the water, too,” said the woman 
at her side. 

“Yes indeed! Our home is right on a bay with end- 
less miles of water and marsh in sight. I’m sure I 
won't be so homesick if I can get a glimpse of this 
water every now and then.” 

The taxi soon glided to the curb. When her com- 
panion opened her purse to get out her fare, she 
handed Sylvia a card. 

“My town address is there. Drop in some time to 
see me when youre on the boulevard.” 

“Thanks. Thanks a lot,” said Sylvia. 

When her companion had gone, Sylvia glanced 
around to see where she went, but the taxi dashed 
off too swiftly for her to find out. Then she looked 
at the card and read, “Mrs. Carlos Steiner.” It had 
a rather foreign sound, she thought. For some rea- 
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son she wished they hadn't met, even though this 
was her first contact with the radio world in the 
great city. 

Presently she was whisked down a cross street, 
then up another, and around several corners till she 
lost all sense of direction. She began to wonder if 
the driver wasn’t building up his mileage, because 
she was ignorant of the city. Dad had warned her 
to. keep her mouth shut, but how she had chatted 
to that stranger! 

Then she caught a glimpse of the lake at the end 
of the street, and suddenly the taxi stopped in front 
of a tall apartment house. She paid what she 
thought was an exorbitant fare, then was left stand- 
ing on the sidewalk, a suitcase on each side of her. 
At home it was unheard of for a taxi driver not to 
set one’s bags inside the front door. 

“What it takes to get in with ‘em, I’ve got!” 
Sylvia said to herself as she picked up the heavy 
bags and mounted the three stone steps to the 
lobby. . 

‘It was cool, dim and quiet inside. No one was in 
sight. Beth had written that her apartment was on 
the seventh floor, 706. The lady in 707 would give 
her the key. Sylvia rang the elevator bell, and heard 
a smooth purr as the cage descended. The sound 
stopped, but the door didn’t open. Sylvia waited 
impatiently, then rang again. Nothing happened. 
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She began to wonder if the elevator boy had fainted. 

Impatiently she paced back and forth. Then she 
slapped the door with her hands and asked, “Say, 
are you there? Why don’t you open up?” 

When still no answer came she glanced about for 
the stairs, wondering if she could ever make those 
seven flights with the heavy bags. Maybe she could 
hide the heaviest until the elevator was operating 
again. That would be too risky, she decided, for she 
had heard that things were often stolen right from 
under one’s nose up here. 

She was still in a quandary when she saw a young 
man coming down the narrow hall at her left. He 
was a rangy, friendly looking chap who instantly 
saw that Sylvia was troubled about something. 

“Could you tell me where the stairs are?” she 
asked. . 

“The stairs?” he repeated, looking puzzled. “Why 
not take the elevator with those heavy bags?” 

“Somethin’ must have happened to it. I rang, but 
the boy hasn’t opened the doah.” 

“This is self-service. It was O.K. when I came 
down only a few minutes ago.” Without even the 
flicker of a superior smile, he reached out and 
touched the catch that opened the door. “Just press 
the button with the number of the floor you're going 
to, and it will take you up,” he explained. 

<Oh, how dumb of me!” she burst forth, and felt 
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point freckles. “Of course, I’ve seen ’em like this in 
. pictures, but I've never used one.” 

He lifted her bags and set them inside the ele- 
vator. 

“Suppose I get stuck between floahs,” she said a 
little uneasily. 

“You won't,” he assured her. “But just to make 
sure [ll take you up myself.” 

He closed the door and touched button seven, but 
Sylvia was too flustered to wonder how he knew 
she was going to the seventh floor. She was too busy 
anyhow, thinking how handsome he was, not that 
his features were perfect, but there was something 
so friendly, and dreamy, yet strong in his face. In 
cool-looking tan trousers, and a shirt with a turned- 
back collar and short sleeves, he looked as informal 
as any of her boy friends on the bayshore back 
home. His soft auburn hair was the unruly kind that 
never looked tidy more than three minutes after it 
was combed. 

Even if she hadn't been so grateful to him for not 
laughing at her about the elevator, she would have 
liked him immensely from the very first. He seemed 
so wholesome and genuine, someone you could be 
perfectly natural with and unafraid. 

The elevator whisked them up. The young man 
carried the bags out and set them down in front of 
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coor 706. Then suddenly Sylvia woke up. 

“Say, are you psychic or something? How did you 
know this was the floah and the apartment?” 

He laughed. “Oh nothing so stupendous as that! 
Aunt Harriet told me you were coming.” 

“Aunt Harriet?” Sylvia repeated. 

The young man stepped to the next door and 
turned back to her after he pressed the doorbell. “My 
aunt lives next door. I’m Hal Graham, and I’m sure 
you must be Sylvia Sanders.” . 

“Right again. Youre almost as good as Dun- 
ninger.” 

“Tm afraid I can’t claim the honor. You see I had 
lunch with Aunt Harriet today. Your cousin stopped 
in to leave the key to her door while I was there, so 
you see I can’t claim the powers you attribute to me.” 

“Well, it’s awfully nice of you to help me out.” 

He smiled at her engagingly. “I was lucky to be 
here. I was somewhat below par this morning. That’s 
why I came over for lunch with Aunt Harriet. She 
always gives me a lift. She’s one of the few people 
who really believes in me.” 

“If there’s even one who believes in you, you just 
can't give up, can you?” said Sylvia understand- 
ingly. 

“You surely can't, even if youre almost whipped.” 

A maid answered the door, and Hal dashed in to 
get Beth’s key. Two minutes later he opened the 
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door at 706 and set Sylvia’s bags inside. 

“Thanks a lot,” she said. “You've been more than 
kind.” 

“It was a pleasure,” he assured her. 

“ITm—I'm glad to know theah’s another dreamer 
in Chicago, who's having a struggle to get some- 
where,” she found courage to add when he stood 
just outside the door. 

“If you're a dreamer, too,” he replied, “Ill warn 
you it takes more than dreams to get anywhere in 
this burg. You've got to be a fighter, and have a darn 
lot of stickability!” 

“Stickability! What a challengin’ word!” Sylvia 
thought when the elevator had taken the young 
man away and she closed the door softly. Life cer- 
-tainly promised to be challenging here, but she 
thought she was going to like it very, very much. 


CHAPTER TWO 
THE GEM NEEDS POLISHING 


When Hal left, Sylvia turned to explore the little 
cubbyhole which Beth called her apartment. The 
room she had entered was a combination living 
and dining room. Beyond was a bit of a hall with a 
bath opening off it, and then the bedroom with twin 
beds. Sylvia was delighted when she discovered 
from a front window glimpses of the lake, vivid blue 
in the afternoon sunlight. That little vista of water 
and sky was something to anchor to in this vast 
city of towering buildings, roaring elevateds and 
sunless canyon-like streets. It relieved the shut-in 
feeling she had had ever since her arrival. 

She turned for a more careful inspection inside 
and wondered where Beth got her meals, for she 
had written they would prepare their breakfast and 
supper in the apartment. She discovered that her 
cousin had cleared half the bedroom closet for her 
use, so she began to unpack. After two days of in- 
different bathing on the Pullman, a good tubbing 
made her feel ready to go out and fight the world, 
as Hal Graham had said she would have to do if 
she got anywhere in this great city. 

She was putting on her clothes when the door- 
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bell rang. She found Beth at the door, looking, even 
after a day in school, like something that had just 
left a fashion show. Beth had dark hair, and the 
type of face that lent itself to a close-to-the-head 
coiffure. Her naturally fair skin had become even 
more lily-like during her three years in the North. 
Her large brown eyes were warm with welcome 
when she saw her cousin. 

Sylvia threw her arms around her and burst 
forth, “It’s heavenly to see youl!” 

“Grand to have you here, darling.” 

“Im so thrilled. I can hardly believe it yet.” 

Beith put her notebooks on the table and turned 
to say, “So you did make the journey without any 
trouble.” 

“Of course! What do you think I am—an infant 
or something?” 

“I felt terrible I couldn’t meet you at the station, 
but we had one of the stiffest psychology exams this 
afternoon I ever lived through.” 

“Oh, I understood. In fact it was just O.K.” 

Beth looked at her in surprise. “What do you 
mean? You sound like you're actually glad I didn’t 
meet you.” 

Sylvia laughed. “If you had I might not have run 
across the most adorable young man I evah saw.” 

“Now Syl, didn’t I warn you about picking up 
acquaintances with strangers?” 
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“But this was different,” Sylvia hastened to explain. 
Then she gave a sprightly account of her meeting 
with Hal. She added after telling about her experi- 
ence at the elevator, “Naturally I felt like a plum 
dope not knowin’ about the self-service elevator, 
but Hal Graham wasn’t one bit superior about it.” 

“He’s really an awfully nice chap.” 

“Tll say he is! Then you know him?” 

“Not very well. But I know he’s considered quite 
a prodigy. He finished the university in about two 
years and a half.” 

“Gosh—imagine! And here I have been ploddin’ 
along for two years and only finished my sophomore 
year. What does he do? He seemed sort of dis- 
couraged today—said it surely took stickability to 
get anywhere in this burg. is 

“He's really right there,” Beth agreed. “I suppose 
he does get discouraged. He's several strides ahead 
of the rest of the world. From what his aunt has 
told me about his work, I gather he has some very 
original ideas about television.” 

“Television?” 

“But he hasn’t been able to put them to work 
yet—those ideas. In the meantime he’s gone into 
the electrical transcription business in a small way.” 

“Not really.” 

“He started with very limited capital. His aunt 
said he even did some of the carpentry in making 
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his recording room soundproof.” 

“More glory to him!” exclaimed Sylvia. “Gosh, 
think of it—meetin’ two people who're in radio the 
very day I arrive!” 

Sylvia had followed her cousin into the bedroom 
where she was changing to house slippers. Now 
Beth glanced up sharply. “Two who are in radio? 
Who was the other?” 

“Mrs. Carlos Steiner. We came out from the 
station in the same taxi.” 

Beth put down her shoe and stared at Sylvia. 
“Mrs. Steiner came out from the Dearborn Street 
Station with you?” 

“Yes. But why—do you know her?” 

“Tve met her once. Her brother, Wyman Middle- 
coff is in some of my classes at the university.” 

“But why did you look so surprised when I told 
you she came up from the station with me?” 

“Because I saw her at the Elite last night when 
Wyman and I were having a bite after the show.” 
_ “Is that any reason why she shouldn't ride up in 
the same taxi with me? In these times taxis often 
take moah than one fare if they're going in the 
same direction. They even do that at home.” 

“It seems strange she could have been somewhere 
since last night and could return on a train coming 
from the south.” 


“She may have gone to the station to meet a 


0 00. — 


Beth Glanced up Sharply. “Who?” She Asked 
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friend, or to see one off.” 

“That’s possible,” Beth conceded with a dubious 
air. Then she seemed to dismiss the matter as she 
stretched on the bed. “I'm really all in. That exam 
was quite a strain.” 

“You just lie there and I'll get our supper,” 
offered Sylvia. 

“Oh nol I couldn't do that, when you've just 
arrived.” 

“Td love doin’ it. I'm rarin’ to be at somethin’ 
after sittin’ all those endless hours on the train. But 
you ll have to produce a kitchen. I haven’t been able 
to find one yet.” 

Beth laughed as she stuck her toes into her slip- 
pers again. “Just wait till you see it.” 

They went into the next room where she touched 
a button in the paneled wall. Instantly a door rolled 
back revealing a kitchen cubby-hole with well- 
stocked shelves running to the ceiling. A stove, com- 
pact sink and ice-box were underneath. 

“Well, who would have thought it!” burst forth 
Sylvia. “Tt would take three or foah of these to fill 
our butler’s pantry back home.” 

“Imagine feeding the crowds Aunt Ella has with 
equipment like this,” said Beth. “But I think you'll 
find everything we need—fresh vegetables, and 
plenty of canned goods on the shelves.” 

Beth found an apron and began to tie it on, but 
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Sylvia took it from her. “Now you go back and 
lie down. Honest I think it will be fun doing this, 
and I’m not one bit tiahed.” 

“T feel like a slacker.” 

“Well, you needn't.” 

By the time Beth had a bath and a bit of rest 
Sylvia had a tempting salad supper prepared. There 
were endless things to talk about as the girls ate, for 
Beth wanted all the news of the family back home, 
and Sylvia had as many questions to ask about life 
in Chicago. 

“Oh, I almost forgot!” exclaimed Sylvia, jumping 
up from the table. “I promised to wiah Dad when 
I arrived. If I don’t hurry he may not get it tonight.” 

“Won't take three minutes for you to phone in 
your message,” said Beth. “You can charge it to my 
phone.” 

Sylvia dashed into the bedroom, for she had no- 
ticed the phone on the table between the two beds. 
Beth followed and dialed Western Union for her. 
But when Sylvia took the phone and began giving 
her father’s name and address she had difficulty 
making the operator understand her. By the time 
she had spelled out every word of the address and 
was ready to give her message her cheeks were 
pink and her gray-green eyes flashing. 

She put her hand over the mouthpiece and re- 
marked to Beth, “She’s certainly a dumb operator.” 
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“Maybe not so dumb. I guess it’s your southern 
way of talking that has her stumped. I had the 
same trouble when I first came up. I'll give her your 
message. What do you want to say?” 

“Olt no. Ill make her undahstand if I have to 
keep at it all night!” burst forth Sylvia. 

As her message was actually shorter than the 
address she finally made the operator understand 
without too much difficulty. In disgust she returned 
the phone to its cradle and faced her cousin. 

“Who would have thought anything so simple 
could be made so hard? There’s hurdle numbah 
one. 

“And there'll be plenty more if you don’t learn 
tc enunciate more carefully,” Beth warned her. “I 
had to learn to talk like people up here in self- 
defense. I suppose my old friends back home 
thought I was uppity or something.” 

“I'm afraid they did,” Sylvia admitted. 

“Youll have to improve your enunciation, too, 
if you hope to get into radio here.” 

“But I don't want to talk like Chicago people. I 
like the way Southernahs talk.” 

“But darling, you don’t realize how many g’s you 
leave off the end of your words, and that you never 
say the r in door, or floor.” 

“Good night! Nobody evah jacked me up on 
things like that when I was on the radio back home.” 
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“Because southern people, who listen in to their 
own home station are accustomed to that sort of 
talk. Here it will be quite different, if you ever 
hope to get on a network program.” 

“Heavens,” moaned Sylvia. “I hadn't thought of 
all this.” 

“You could get a bit of polishing up from some 
dramatic teacher,” suggested Beth. 

“I suppose lessons would be very expensive,” said 
Sylvia, looking as dubious as she felt. Already she 
was beginning to realize how much more everything 
was going to cost here than at home. Her railroad 
fare had made a big hole in the amount her father 
had allowed for her summer experiment. After she 
divided expenses with her cousin on apartment rent 
and food, there would be only a small margin left 
each month for incidentals. Beth’s suggestion had 
certainly given her a jolt, for her mind was all set 
to begin her campaign of contacts the following 
morning. 

“Do you think I ought to do some polishin’ on my 
speech before I try to contact the radio people?” 

“Indeed I do. If you're lucky enough to be given 
a tryout anywhere youd probably be passed up at 
the first test. No matter how good you are at 
dramatic interpretation, if the audience can’t under- 
stand what you say, why it’s all off.” 

Sylvia’s heart was heavy within her, but she 
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stiffened her shapely, freckled chin and admitted, 
“Youre probably right, Beth. I might nevah have 
realized it if I hadn’t tried to send that wiah.” 

“Better to go slower, than. to make a bad impres- 
sion in the beginning.” 

“I suppose people who train professional radio 
performers are very expensive. I’m not so flush on 
cash. But maybe I can earn a little on the side while 
Tm tryin’ to get in.” 

“Say, I just thought of a teacher who used to 
teach dramatics at the university. She comes over 
often now to help coach for plays. She does some 
private teaching. You might be able to get her more 
reasonably than some of the others.” 

“I can’t afford to pay much.” 

“She coaches university students. Not many of 
them are financially flushed.” 

Sylvia, eager to get into action, said, “Will you 
phone her and ask if she'll give me a bit of train- 
in’ and what it will cost?” 

“Sure. T'll see if I can get her right away. She 
lives only a few blocks from here.” 

Sylvia sat on the foot of the bed while her cousin 
phoned Miss DeHoff. To their delight, she agreed 
to discuss the matter with Sylvia, and Beth ar- 
ranged to take her there at ten the following morn- 
ing, before reporting to a late class. 

It was a relief to Sylvia to have something definite 
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planned at least. In her smartest street clothes she 
started out with Beth the following morning. The 
DeHoff’s home was on a side street and was one of 
the private residences making a last stand against 
the encroaching commercial establishments which 
towered on each side of it. The neatly painted 
shutters and white stone steps looked out of place 
among the high, drab buildings. . 

They waited a long time after ringing the bell. 
Beth glanced at her watch. “We are a bit early.” 

“I hear people talkin’ inside,” said Sylvia. 

A maid opened the door finally. Her cap was a- 
wry and she seemed very nervous and flustered. 

“We'd like to see Miss Eileen DeHoff,” she said. 

“Miss DeHoff!” exclaimed the maid, as if seeing 
her were most unheard of. “I don’t think she'll see 
anybody but the police just now.” 

“The police!” burst forth Sylvia and Beth. 

“Yes, madam. We've sent for the police. Burglars 
were here last night.” 

“Oh, how terrible!” exclaimed Sylvia. 

As she spoke Sylvia heard limping steps ap- 
proaching, and a moment later Miss Eileen herself 
came out of the living-room door. She carried a 
silver goblet in her hand and exclaimed on seeing 
them, “Oh, I thought you were the detectives.” 

“I'm sorry. We'll come another time,” said Beth. 
“We had no idea you were in trouble.” 
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“Oh no, don’t go, Beth. Do come in. But were 
in an awful state here.” 

“The maid said someone broke in last night.” 

“Isn't it awful? But do come in.” 

She fluttered like an excited bird on her lame 
leg as she led them into the over-furnished room. 

“I hope your losses were not so heavy,” said Beth. 

“Our silver. Some of our finest silver. This goblet 
happened to be in my room upstairs and so was 
saved. But there were eleven others just like it— 
beautiful hand-carved goblets my father brought 
from France years ago. Isn’t it an outrage?” 

“Surely they'll be able to recover your things,” put 
in Sylvia. “Down home they always get back a 
large percentage of stolen goods.” 

“We're not so fortunate here. Probably before 
this time our silver has been melted into unrecog- 
nizable form. I could weep if it would do any good.” 

Just then they heard a car braked to a stop out- 
side, and Miss Eileen hurried to the window. 

“Here they are!” she exclaimed. 

“We'll go now and see you another time,” sug- 
gested Beth. 

“I'm very sorry it happened*this way.” Suddenly 
Miss DeHoff came to herself and looked at Sylvia 
with.approval. “So this is the young lady you want 
me to help?” 

“Beth says I must improve my enunciation if I 
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hope to get into radio.” 

“Why radio?” exclaimed Miss DeHoff. “With 
such a face and figure and. that musical voice you 
ought to go on the stage.” 

“All my experience has been in radio,” Sylvia 
told her. “And you know as: television becomes 
popular faces and figures will be more important 
in the radio world.” . 

“Listen to the music of her voice!” exclaimed 
Miss DeHoff, glancing at Beth appreciatively. “But 
her words all run together like a brook ambling 
through a meadow.” She turned back to Sylvia. 
“You must learn to speak concisely—every word a 
finished gem.” 

She rolled her large, purple-shadowed eyes, threw 
back her head till her long earbobs quivered, and 
pressed the silver goblet against her ample bosom 
in a dramatic gesture as she spoke. The sharp ring- 
ing of the doorbell broke the pose, and Miss DeHoff 
was again all a-flutter. 

“You will excuse me, won't you? You understand, 
I'm sure. Come again tomorrow at ten, my dear, 
and we will discuss terms.” She piloted them toward 
the door as she spoke, and finally turned to Beth 
to add, “Yes, my dear, I'll consider it a privilege to 
help polish this beautiful gem.” 

She bowed them out and turned to greet the two 
officers at the door. 


CHAPTER THREE 
OBSTACLES 


Sylvia had planned some sight-seeing for her first 
day in Chicago, but the robbery in the DeHoff’s 
home made her change her mind. She decided to 
wait until Beth had time to pilot her around. 

As the two girls went down the steps of the quaint 
old house, Sylvia clutched her purse and glanced 
back as the two officers went inside. She thought 
with comfort of the reserve funds in the money bag 
her mother insisted she pin inside her dress. The 
little bag also contained a card with her name and 
address, as well as Beth’s name and Chicago ad- 
dress. She wasn’t anticipating being run down in 
the street or kidnapped, but her mother had been 
determined she must be prepared for the worst. 
For the first time these precautions didn’t seem 
silly to Sylvia. 

‘ “Do things like this happen often?” she asked 
Beth. 

“Naturally. It’s a huge city. There’s crime enough 
to be blazoned across the front page of sensational 
newspapers every day.” 

“Miss DeHoff was certainly upset over it.” 

Beth laughed. “She was getting quite a kick out 
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of it—at least her emotions were. It appealed to her 
craving for the dramatic.” 

“Ah, Beth.” 

“It’s the truth. We've been studying that type 
in our psychology class. They enjoy things that keep 
them in a dither.” 

“I don’t caah what type she is,” stated Sylvia. “I 
sorry she lost all that silver. I hope they catch Hie 
thief.” 

“The DeHoff's home is as stuffed as a museum. 
I should think it would be good to get rid of some 
of the junk.” 

Sylvia cast her cousin a sideways glance as they 
faced a stiff wind blowing from the lake. 

“Don't you start analysin’ me, Beth Sandahs, 
catalogin’ me for types,” stated Sylvia. 

Beth laughed. “It’s fun, once you begin to under- 
stand the motives back of people’s actions.” 

“I suppose youll be callin’ me an extrovert or 
somethin’ for wantin’ to get on the air—be heard by 
thousands of people.” 

“You're right there. That’s why I encouraged you 
to come up. Youre a typical go-getter, Sylvia, and 
ought to make good.” 

“Do you really think so?” 

Sylvia had great respect for her cousin’s s intellec- 
tual qualities and felt greatly encouraged by her 
words. They paused a moment on reaching the 
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boulevard to brace themselves against the wind. 

“But sometimes I think youre a little over-confi- 
dent, and also a little too trustful of people.” 

“I always believe in takin’ people at their face 
value until they prove they're somethin’ less.” 

“That attitude may work all right back home 
where you know almost every family’s background, 
but up here it’s different. People will use you for 
their own ends if they find you're too trusting. 
You've got to be wide-awake to that possibility all 
the time.” 

“I don’t see why a person has to get hard and 
cynical just because they're tryin’ to carve out a 
career in a big city,” stated Sylvia still unconvinced. 

Beth glanced at her watch. “Well, we'll have to 
discuss this later, or I won’t make my class. What are 
you going to do till I get back this afternoon?” 

“Think [ll go back to the apartment and wash 
up my undies, press some dresses, write home, and 
phone a friend of Dad’s who lives here. Oh, I'll find 
plenty to do.” Sylvia hesitated to tell her cousin 
the robbery had changed her sight-seeing plans. 

As Beth crossed the street to catch a bus Sylvia 
thought, “She’s only two years older than I am, 
but she seems worlds older.” 

She tried to shake off her depression as she but- 
toned her coat and turned toward their apartment. 
Though it was late June she found her coat quite 
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comfortable. Back home they had laughed at her 
for bringing it, but Beth had warned her of Chi- 
cago’s chilly winds. 

She kept busy at the apartment till uy after- 
noon. When she dropped three letters in the mail 
box in the hall she thought of her father’s friend, 
Mr. Nat Hudson, whom she had promised to call. Her 
father and Nat Hudson had played football together 
in college, and Nat had come South at intervals 
through the intervening years to fish off the Carolina 
coast with his old buddy. Sylvia and her brother 
Dan had gone deep sea fishing with them last winter 
when Nat came South. He seemed like one of the 
family, and it gave her a feeling of comfort to have 
him now within calling distance. 

She phoned his home and was given his business 
number at th FBI office. It warmed her to her very 
toes to hear the hearty cordiality of Mr. Nat’s tones 
when he recognized her voice. 

“How long have you been here, Syl?” 

“I got in yesterday afternoon.” 

“And how long are you going to stay?” 

“A long, long time if I can land somethin’ in radio.” 

“Radio, eh? So you persuaded the old man to let 
you have a try at it.” 

“Wasn't an easy job! Now I've got to make good 
to vindicate myself.” 

“You will! You have the pluck, girl,” he assured 
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-her. “I'm glad you're not going back right away. I 
want you to know my daughters, but we're all 
leaving tomorrow for a trip in the mountains.” 

“Oh, Mr. Nat, fm so sorry—I mean I'm glad 
youre goin’ to have the trip, but sorry not to see 
you. 

“We'll phone you as soon as we get back. Any- 
thing I can do for you before I go?” 

“Thanks. I believe not.” 

“Have you made any promising contacts?” 

“Not exactly,” Sylvia admitted. Then she laugh- 
ingly told him about taking lessons to polish her 
southern drawl, and the robbery at the DeHoff’s de- 
laying her plans. “But you're in the law-breakin’ 
business. Maybe you've heard somethin’ about it.” 

“There’s been a wave of that sort of thing lately,” 
he told her in a serious tone, “but none of it has 
come under our jurisdiction.” 

“Fortunately I didn’t bring the family plate with 
me,” Sylvia retorted and laughed again. 

“Just the same it won't hurt to watch your step, 
young lady. Remember you aren't living where you 
can leave your front door unlocked all night and 
your launch tied to a tree in front of your house.” 

When Sylvia put down the phone she sat huddled 
on the side of the bed. She certainly couldn’t call 
this one of her lucky days. It started with the delay 
at the DeHoff’s, and ended with the only real friend 
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she had in Chicago, beside Beth, going on vacation. 
She fought off a wave of homesickness, but she 
couldn’t help thinking how easy and pleasant life 
was back in Summerville. There had been no strug- 
gle about getting into radio there. In fact Mr. 
Stafford often wanted her in programs when it 
meant giving up a dance or a swimming party. But 
in this vast city nobody knew or cared who she was, 
or whether she succeeded or failed. 

Next morning she found that peace had been re- 
stored to the old house where Miss Eileen DeHoff 
lived. When Sylvia inquired if there was any hope 
of recovering the stolen goods Miss Eileen’s wrin- 
kled face made a grimace. 

“None whatever, my dear. But you know how the 
police are. They assure you that everything will be 
restored in time and hurry back to sling their feet 
on their desks and smoke more cigars.” 

Miss Eileen spoke with the over-emphasis of one 
trying to impress a vast audience. 

“Is it as bad as that?” asked Sylvia. 

“Oh, yes—quite—quite! I never expect to see 
Papa's beautiful goblets again. But I'm thankful I 
have one left to remind me of the happy days when 
we used to drink birthday toasts in the garden.” 

“The garden?” repeated Sylvia. 

“Yes. When we were young we had a beautiful 
rose garden in the French manner south of the 
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house—just where that towering building is.” She 
sighed dramatically and added, “Such is life when 
a family suffers financial reverses.” 

“Tm sorry,’ murmured Sylvia, wondering if she 
would have to hear the whole family history before 
her lesson began. 

“The land has gone bit by bit until we are left 
here at the bottom of a canyon into which the sun- 
light only filters at midday.” 

“Apartment houses are even worse than this, 
Sylvia remarked, but she was impatient to get down 
to business. 

Miss Eileen seemed to catch her thoughts for she 
exclaimed, “But we mustn't waste time talking 
about things that can’t be helped.” She crossed the 
stuffy room and picked up a folder of papers. Then 
she turned toward Sylvia and added, “You know 
I could stand it better if that skyscraper were not 
owned by a tobacconist. Ug, the stink is forever in 
my nostrils! I don’t like smoking.” Suddenly she 
focused her gaze on her new pupil and said, “I hope 
you don’t smoke, my dear.” 

Sylvia shook her head and murmured, “No.” 

Miss Eileen continued, “That's good! That’s very 
good. Smoking is bad for your voice. Many young 
people do, of course. They say it’s a sign youre 
growing old when you don’t approve of many things 
young people do.” 
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“Everyone has a right to decide those things for 
himself. It just doesn’t appeal to me.” 

Sylvia watched in relief as Miss Eileen opened 
the folder to begin her instructions. The little 
Frenchwoman, accustomed to training people for 
the stage, insisted that Sylvia memorize her lines, 
and put her through a long hour of reading for clear 
enunciation before she let her go. 

“Really there’s no point in memorizing my lines,” 
Sylvia objected before she left. “We have our 
scripts to go by in radio programs.” 

“It won't hurt you to do a little memorizing,” per- 
sisted Miss Eileen. “It will seem much less stilted 
than reading your lines. And there's television, 
you know. You'll be prepared if you get a chance 
to work into television. That’s where those wha 
have real dramatic training will shine. You may as 
well be prepared. You have the face, the voice, the 
figure, everything, my dear.” 


After three days’ work with Miss Eileen, Sylvia 
didn’t have patience to wait any longer to begin 
making some contacts with the radio world. The 
dramatic director back in Summerville had given 
her a letter of introduction to Edward Hays, a friend 
of his with one of the larger broadcasting com- 
panies. So with some trepidation Sylvia started out 
early one morning for an interview with Mr. Hays. 
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Her heart beat at jitterbug rate while she waited 
for the elevator in the cool lobby of the towering 
building downtown. The cage filled rapidly with 
smartly dressed people. They all seemed so assured 
and confident, she thought. For all she knew some 
of these might be famous radio stars, whose words 
she had listened to day after day back home, noting 
every inflection, every little trick used so expertly 
in getting wanted effects. 

She was so interested in studying her fellow pas- 
sengers she almost forgot to get off at the right floor. 
To her discomfort quite a number left the elevator 
as she did and went dashing off to their destinations, 
while she paused, wondering which way to go. At 
a turn in the hall she almost ran into a trim-looking 
young woman. 

After apologizing Sylvia said, “I'm looking for 
Mr. Hays’s office.” 

“Never heard of him,” retorted the woman. 

Sylvia’s eyes flashed green. She would know bet- 
ter than to ask questions of snooty strangers again. 
Then she noticed the name of the broadcasting 
company, and saw a woman sitting inside at a desk. 
Still smarting from the rebuff she had just received, 
she tried to assume an air of greater assurance. 

She walked straight up to the woman at the desk 
and said, “I'd like to see Mr. Edward Hays, please.” 

“Mr. Edward Hays,” repeated the woman, as if 
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the name were in a language foreign to her. 

“T have a letter of introduction to him from Mr. 
Stafford of WXMB.” 

“Never heard of him.” 

Sylvia wondered if those words had become a 
coined phrase. “Naturally,” she retorted, “as his 
studio is a thousand or more miles from here. It’s 
Mr. Edward Hays of your studio I want to see. He’s 
one of your program directors.” 

The young woman deigned no retort but glanced 
down a list of names under the glass top of her 
desk. “Sorry, but there’s no Mr. Edward Hays in 
any of our program work. In fact there’s no Hays 
on our entire staff.” 

“That's strange,” murmured Sylvia, her starch 
beginning to soften. “Mr. Stafford gave. me this 
address and told me he had a long talk with Mr. 
Hays when he was here last winter.” 

“Last winter? That’s different. Just a minute—Ill 
talk to Mr. Cosgrove.” She picked up the phone and 
punched a button. “There’s a young lady in here 
inquiring for Mr. Edward Hays—yes, Hays—I see— 
T'lll tell her.” 

The girl put down the phone and reached for the 
magazine she had been reading when Sylvia inter- 
rupted her. “He says Mr. Hays left here two months 
ago for work in Hollywood.” 

She spoke as if two months ago were the last 
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century, so fast did life move in the radio world. 

“I see,” said Sylvia. She was about to turn away 
when she thought to add, “Is there someone else 
I could see?” 

“What about?” 

“Work in radio—acting. I have already had some 
experience.” 

“I see.” The girl really looked her up and down 
now for the first time. Sylvia felt she was being 
weighed in the balance and found wanting. 

“I'm afraid no one will be able to talk with you 
about that for the next week or ten days. They are 
getting new shows ready for the fall. Were 
swamped right now.” 

“Then Ill come back in ten days,” Sylvia stated, 
determined not to accept complete rejection. 

She moved slowly toward the door. Just before 
she went out the woman at the desk condescended 
to say, “Why don’t you try the agencies? They may 
have some parts you could do.” 

Then out of the fullness of her disappointment 
Sylvia said impulsively, “But I had hoped to get in 
with one of the networks.” 

The girl laughed sharply, cynically, “And what 
will you do with all the money?” 

“Pay someone more polite to take your place,” 
Sylvia retorted. Then with green eyes flashing and 
red head high she left. 


CHAPTER FOUR 
A MYSTERIOUS WOMAN 


When Beth came in from her classes that after- 
noon she found Sylvia with a notebook and pencil, 
poring over the telephone directory. 

“What’s up now?” she wanted to know. 

“Tm going to take a stab at the agencies. I got 
only a cold shoulder when I went to see Mr. Hays.” 

“I thought he was a friend of your Mr. Stafford 
back home.” 

“So he is—but he’s risen to the seventh heaven, 
Hollywood.” . 

“What luck! Did you see someone else?” 

“The woman on guard at the door refused my 
request for an interview with someone else. To get 
rid of me she suggested the agencies.” 

“Advertising agencies?” 

Sylvia nodded. “Might not be a bad idea at that.” 

“Can't do any harm. The more lines you have out 
the more chances you have for a bite.” 

“But if all the waters are as rough as the ones I 
sailed into this morning it'll be a miracle if I catch 
anything at all.” 

“Now don’t get discouraged at a few rebuffs,” 
Beth told her. “You'll generally find people in in- 
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ferior positions who like to act superior, and make 
the most of their little authority.” 

“She was plenty snooty, all right.” 

“Way down underneath these people feel inferior, 
so they act superior to cover it up. No doubt this 
girl you talked to this morning has secret longings 
to be a radio star herself, and so she takes her failure 
out on someone who openly professes such aspira- 
tions.” 

“I hadn't thought of it that way. It does sort of 
take the barb off her thrusts.” 

“If you try to understand why people act as they 
do, you'll save yourself a lot of irritation and hurt 
feelings.” 

“In the work you're preparing to do I suppose 
you really have to understand people.” 

“The most fascinating work in the world,” Beth 
assured her with eyes shining. “Yesterday we gave 
some aptitude tests in the public schools and found 
two children who'll be able to go through school 
much faster than the average.” 

“Will they let them?” 

“Oh yes. That's what our work is for. But for it 
those children might have become misfits among 
slower-moving youngsters.” 

“Are you. planning to work in schools—or where?” 
asked Sylvia. 

Beth shook her head. “I hope to get into some big 
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industrial office where they need someone to place 
square pegs in square holes and round ones where 
they fit.” 

“It is a wonderful work,” Sylvia admitted. “It 
ought to mean much to the sum total of human 
happiness. There’s nothing so wonderful as finding 
just the work you feel you're fitted for.” 

“It can make all the difference between a happy 
and unhappy life,” Beth said. 

“I know I want to be a radio star more than any- 
thing else,” said Sylvia wistfully. 

“Just hang onto that one quality Hal Graham 
mentioned.” 

“Stickability!” put in Sylvia. 

“And you'll make it.” 

A few minutes later as Beth opened their kitchen- 
ette- door she said casually, “Wyman Middlecoff 
wants to take us to the Pan-American Tea Garden 
tornorrow evening.” 

“Why us? I'm not horning in on your dates.” 

“We thought you'd enjoy it—something different 
from the usual eating place.” 

Beth had had a couple of dates with Wyman-since 
her’ cousin’s arrival, but Sylvia had not met him. 
While living alone Beth had not entertained him in 
the apartment but had met him for dates in the 
lobby, and she had not changed the custom, even 
though someone was now with her. 
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“That's awfully nice of him,” said Sylvia, begin- 
ning to weaken. 

“It'll do you good to get out for a bit of fun. The 
Pan-American food is simply delectable.” 

“You make it hard for me to refuse.” 

“You really can’t. Wyman seems awfully keen to 
have you.” 

“Then it’s a date. ll try to get in from the 
agencies early enough to get a bit of rest.” Sylvia 
broke a couple of eggs into a bowl and asked, 
“Didn't you say it was Wyman’s sister who came 
out in the taxi with me the day I arrived?” 

“Yes. You know I haven't been able to figure out 
why she was down at the Dearborn Street Station. 
Wyman says she hasn't been anywhere or had any 
guests.” 

Sylvia laughed and asked, “Do you have to figure 
it out? After all, this business of finding motives for 
everything people say or do can go a little too far 
sometimes, can’t it?” 

“It’s not that. Mrs: Steiner is one person who's an 
enigma to me. I'd like to know her better in order 
to understand her better.” 

“Then why don't you cultivate her?” 

“So far she’s been very unresponsive.” 

“She seemed most friendly the day I came out in 
the taxi with her.” 

“Maybe she doesn’t like my going around with 
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Wyman. Sisters often like to pick out the wives for 
their younger brothers, especially when they're as 
close as Wyman and his sisters.” 

“He has more than one?” 

“His other sister keeps a little gift shop on the 
boulevard, quite a swanky place. I really don’t think 
she needs to work. They seem to have plenty of 
money.” 

“Nice to know somebody with money,” said 
Sylvia. Then sent a teasing look at her cousin. “And 
have the prospect of someone in the family marry- 
ing money,” she finished. 

“No danger of that,” Beth denied. “My heart’s 
wrapped up in the work I'm going to do.” 

“But love can shatter the best-laid plans,” per- 
sisted Sylvia. 

“Oh, I like Wyman an awful lot, but even with 
him I feel a sort of undercurrent that I can’t fathom. 
You needn't worry about my getting in too deep 
until I know more about that family, especially Mrs. 
Steiner. There’s something very mysterious about 
that woman.” 

“Oh. Was that why you were so impressed when 
she came up in the taxi with me?” 

Beth nodded and the girls’ eyes met. “It’s really 
not anything you can put your finger on—just a feel- 
ing. I don’t like such feelings. I like to understand 
things,” she confessed. 
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Sylvia realized that she, too, had had an odd feel- 
ing about that ride together. But she would prob- 
ably never see Mrs. Steiner again, so why let it 
make such an impression when there were far more. 
important things to think about? 

While they ate supper, she read out the list of 
agencies she had jotted down and got directions 
from Beth as to how to reach them by bus and. 
street car. Taxi riding was out of her financial range 
as all her month’s surplus was being used for lessons 
with Miss DeHoff. 

“I can see an improvement in your speech al- 
ready,” Beth told her. 

“That’s some consolation for all the effort.” . 

“Your words are more clear-cut and finished.” 

“Oh Beth, if I could only make someone give me 
a chance to show what I can do!” 

“Don't be too impatient. And you have to see the 
other side. The studios must be swamped with 
people who are certain they are better than any- 
body else on the air.” 

“Of course. We have to be a great deal better 
than anybody already on,” stated Sylvia, “or what 
chance have we of ousting them and getting on 
ourselves?” 

She thought of her cousin’s words next morning 
when she reached the first agency she visited on 
Michigan Boulevard. Seven other young people 
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were already sitting in the overstuffed chairs of the 
waiting room. A half hour later when it came her 
turn to be interviewed by the woman at the desk, 
she learned that all those people were seeking the 
same goal as hers. This time she found her inter- 
viewer polite and considerate, but she gave slight 
encouragement for an early opportunity to get into 
radio. 

“We're not putting on any new shows till fall,” 
the bronze-haired woman told her. “You might try 
some of the other agencies. They may be preparing 
for their fall programs even now. 

Sylvia went out of the cool building into the hot 
street and took a bus to the next address. There she 
was informed that they had more on their waiting 
list than they could use in the next few years. 

She heard practically the same thing at the next 
agency, but she stubbornly refused to accept the 
hopelessness of the situation. She turned back to the 
desk when she was about to leave the third place 
and said, “If they would only give me a tryout 
maybe they'd find I could do better than some on 
your waiting list.” 

“Everyone who applies feels that way, my dear.” 
The middle-aged lady softened the rebuff with a 
smile. “I’m sorry, but the best I can do is to keep 
your name and address and promise to call you if 
there's a need.” 
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The smile at least made\Sylvia feel a little less 
disappointed as she went out. At noon she went into 
a cafeteria for something to eat. Then, when she 
had powdered her nose and retouched her lips, she 
started out to complete her canvass. By four o'clock 
she was too exhausted and discouraged to face 
further rebuffs, and she went to their apartment. 
When Beth came in at five o'clock, she found Sylvia 
trying to soak the weariness out of her aching feet 
and legs in a tub of hot water. 

“Any luck?” she called. 

“None whatever! Nothing to show for my day of 
tramping but a pair of aching dogs.” 

“Well, go to bed when you get out—no supper to 
cook. You must be fresh for our outing tonight.” 

Three hours later the girls took the elevator down. 
They looked as- smart and fresh as if they had not 
had very busy days. Beth’s dark, classic beauty was 
set off by a smart red summer dress, while Sylvia's 
naturally bright coloring was toned down by an airy 
print of Nile green. Any escort should have been 
proud to be seen with two such attractive girls. 
Wyman showed his pleasure when they stepped 
out of the elevator and crossed to where he waited 
in the lobby. 

“This is a real pleasure,” he said, eagerly taking 
Sylvia’s hand when Beth introduced them. 

“Awtlully nice of you to include me tonight,” 


54 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


Sylvia said. 

Wyman Middlecoff was a rather heavy-set young 
man with crinkly dark hair and large brown eyes 
beneath thick, horizontal brows. 

“T have a little surprise for you. I hope you don't 
mind,” Wyman said. 

“I adore surprises!” exclaimed Sylvia. 

“It's Helena’s birthday. I thought we'd make a 
little party of it’ 
“Oh, that’s lovely,” agreed Beth promptly. 

Sylvia thought, “So here’s Beth’s chance to give 
Helena the once-over and do some analyzing about 
her.” 

a wanted my other sister to come, but she has a 
headache. We'll pick up Helena at the apartment.” 

Wyman’s car was the latest model, low-slung, 
high-powered and expensive. Sylvia insisted on get- 
ting in the back seat to keep Mrs. Steiner company 
when they picked her up. A few minutes later, 
Wyman left the car at the curb in front of a small 
but swanky-looking shop. Evidently the Steiner 
apartment was above, for he entered by a door at 
the right of the shop. 

“Swell-looking place,” commented Sylvia when 
Wyman had gone. 

“They cater to those with plenty of money to 

spend on gifts and trifles.” 


Wyman returned in a few minutes with his sister. 
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She wore black with a diamond brooch and earrings 
and her fingers flashed with brilliant stones. 

When she had been introduced, Sylvia said, “I 
met Mrs. Steiner the day I arrived in town.” 

“Did you?” exclaimed Mrs. Steiner. “Do pardon 
me. I'm terrible about remembering names.” 

“Sylvia Sanders. They say mine’s easy to remem- 
ber.” 

Helena Steiner looked at her and asked, “Where 
did we meet, my dear?” 

“In a taxi coming out from the Dearborn Street 
Station.” 

“When was that?” 

“About a week ago.” 

“Tm afraid I have a very provincial way of chat- 
ting with people who ride with me in taxis,” said 
Helena as she settled back in the car. 

“Seems only the civil thing to do,” remarked 
Sylvia. 

“Now that you mention it, I do recall talking to 
a pretty young girl in a taxi. But I would never have 
recognized you. You look so charming tonight.” 

Sylvia laughed. “I suppose I did look rather 
frumpy after two days’ travel.” 

“Oh, I didn’t mean that. I recall you as a pretty 
young thing.” 

As the car rolled down the boulevard, Sylvia had 
a feeling that the exchange was a little forced, and 
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that Helena Steiner did recall quite clearly their 
former meeting. Why not be perfectly frank and 
honest about it, she wondered. 

But she soon forgot her puzzlement. Wyman and 
his sister were really excellent company. While the 
summer. twilight lasted they showed them a few 
sights of the great city from the car. When they had 
driven some distance along the lakeshore Wyman 
pointed out a Yacht Club where he kept a launch. 

“He must take you up to Crow's Nest, our lake 
house, when I go up later,” Helena said. 

“That would be wonderful!” exclaimed Beth. 

“Tt really makes me homesick to see the water 
and all these boats,” said Sylvia. 

“Wyman has been telling me about your place 
on the lake,” said Beth. “I’d love to see it.” 

“My husband is something of a hermit, so he stays 
there most of the time. I go up during the summer. 
We must arrange to have you girls up.” 

They arrived at the Pan-American Tea Garden 
in the twilight. Wyman had engaged a table on a 
terrace, commanding a view of the whole colorful 
scene. An orchestra on the opposite side of the 
garden droned soft music, reminiscent of seductive 
sefioritas and guitar-playing sefiors. They were 
served by olive-skinned girls with sleek dark hair, 
and gay Spanish costumes. 

Sylvia was really thrilled. This was her first 
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glimpse of bright night life in the great city. 

“Like it?” asked Helena’s soft voice at Sylvia's 
side. 

“Wonderful!” breathed Sylvia, and glanced at her 
companion to realize she must have been studying 
her face all the time she was surveying the scene. 

“There're always some people here from the 
theatrical and radio world.” 

“Do point them out.” 

“There's Joan Dales directly in front of you. The 
one wearing the orchid and sitting next to the man 
with the small black mustache.” 

“Oh, you mean the famous contralto who gets 
such fabulous prices in radio?” 

Helena nodded and smiled. “Like you, she came 
from a small town and had to start from scratch, as 
it were.” 

While Sylvia looked at the young woman whose 
lovely voice had sky-rocketed her to the top of the 
radio world, something clicked in her mind. Helena 
had pretended not to remember meeting her before, 
yet what she had just said implied she had not for- 
gotten their conversation about Sylvia’s desire to go 
into radio. She tried to shake herself out of the sus- 
picious mood. There was a possibility, of course, 
that Wyman had told his sister why Sylvia was here. 

She had no time to dwell on the mystery, for 
Helena began pointing out other notables. She knew 
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the program director, Anton Meyer, from one of the 
largest radio stations. A quiet little woman with a 
middle-aged man proved to be the author of one of 
the soap operas that had been on the air every morn- 
ing for almost three years. 

“She'll never have any financial worries again,” 
Wyman put in, after his sister had given an account 
of the woman’s meteoric rise to fame. 

“You could never tell it by the way she’s dressed,” 
remarked Sylvia. 

When their food was served, Sylvia thought she 
had never tasted more delicious dishes. No wonder 
the most prosperous people came here. But the eve- 
ning left her with a gnawing hunger inside—a hun- 
ger that could not be satisfied until she became one 
of those who could be pointed out among the suc- 
cessful ones in the radio world. 


CHAPTER FIVE 
HUNCHES 


Sylvia’s evening at the tea garden gave her quite 
a boost. She was more determined than ever to make 
a name for herself. She dreamed of the time when 
people in public places would point her out as one 
of the successes in the radio world. 

Next morning she put so much pep into her lines 
when she went for her lesson that Miss Eileen 
couldn't praise her enough. 

“You are a genius, my child, a genius!” 

“Ah, Miss Eileen, I wish I were half as confident.” 

“Only wait until something happens to set off the 
works, then you will skyrocket to fame.” 

“Td rather make a slower, surer climb and last 
longer than a skyrocket,” said Sylvia with a laugh. 

“Ah, but to touch the heights even for a moment! 
It is worth the struggle, is it not?” 

Sylvia looked dubious. “I have aspirations for a 
more permanent career.” 

“Better to be a butterfly, who kisses the flower 
but for a day than a turtle who crawls in the mud.” 

“Perhaps so.” 

“I had my day—a brief day.” 

“Oh, you were on the stage?” asked Sylvia, sur- 
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prised. 

“Tn Paris, my beloved Paris, for one season. Then 
I had an accident, broke my hip. It was improperly 
set. I would always limp.” 

“Oh, I'm sorry,” murmured Sylvia. 

“But Papa heard of a famous surgeon in this 
country. Maybe something could be done.” 

“So you came here.” 

“But it was too late. However, we liked the coun- 
try so well he decided to stay and send for the rest 
of the family. That was the beginning of the cen- 
tury. Since I could never be famous myself, I've 
spent the years helping others become famous.” 

Sylvia felt close to tears as the quaint little 
Frenchwoman bared her heart. She could under- 
stand now why she put so much of herself into her 
work with her pupils. 

“Those goblets that were stolen last week—I sup- 
pose they were among the treasures you brought 
from France?” 

“So they were. We still have other heirlooms, I’m 
thankful to say, locked away upstairs. But we'll 
never see the goblets again.” 

“I wouldn't give up hope so soon. The pattern is 
so distinctive, I'm sure they'll be recognized when 
the thieves try to sell them at some pawnshop or 
questionable jewelry store. It may be months or 
even years before they dare bring them out.” 
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“They will not try to sell them as they are,” re- 
plied Miss Eileen with conviction. “The detectives 
tell me that stolen silver is soon melted down into 
unrecognizable form, and reshaped for the market. 
I have kissed the goblets good-bye long since.” 

At the end of her lesson, Sylvia was so encouraged 
by Miss Eileen’s praise that she broached a subject 
that had been much on her mind. Did Miss Eileen 
know anyone in the radio world who could be a 
wedge to pry open the door that so far had been 
closed to her? 

“I am very sorry, my child, but my associations 
have all been with people of the stage. Perhaps 
through some of them I may make a contact.” 


That afternoon Beth reported that Wyman 
wanted them to go out again on Friday evening and 
was bringing an escort for Sylvia. With the memory 
of their pleasant time at the tea garden, Sylvia 
eagerly accepted. But she really didn’t expect the 
pleasant surprise that awaited her when they went 
down to the lobby on Friday. She found that 
Wyman had brought Hal Graham with him. 

“Well, this is nice!” exclaimed Sylvia. 

Hal came forward smiling eagerly, “I've been 
wanting to see you again ever since that day we 
met here.” 

Sylvia flushed, fearing he might mention the ele- 
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vator episode, but she was to learn he was much too 
nice for that. 

“Hal's always so swamped with work he'll rarely 
come out for a bit of fun,” explained Wyman. “You 
should feel flattered, Sylvia.” 

“Should I?” she retorted archly as they went out 
to the sidewalk. 

But Sylvia was to learn that Hal couldn’t even 
leave his business behind when out for pleasure. 
She asked something about his business and found 
that was all he needed to start him talking about his 
interesting work. 

“Things have moved a bit slowly,” he explained. 
“You see I had only limited capital to start with, and 
have had to do much of the work of getting my 

studio into shape myself.” 

“What's it like?” she asked with interest. “I’ve 
never been in a place where they make transcrip- 
tions or records.” ; 

“Then you have something to look forward to. Of 
course you know the recording room must be en- 
tirely soundproof. I helped build mine.” 

“You are versatile.” : 

“I had some ideas I wanted to put into use.” 

“Where is your studio?” 

“In the Craig Building. You must come down and 
see it, though everything isn’t quite finished. But 
I'm already doing some recording.” 
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“What kind of recording?” 

“Today I made a record of a man with a very fine 
tenor voice. He’s going to use it to try to sell his 
voice to the radio people. It’s the best way in the 
world to advertise yourself. You stand a much better 
chance of getting a hearing through a record than 
you do in making a live contact.” 

“Do you?” Sylvia seized eagerly on this bit of in- 
formation. “I suppose the records are rather expen- 
sive. 

“Tt all depends on how many pressings you have 
made. But in the long run it’s the cheapest way to 
advertise yourself,” he assured her. 

They had dinner at the Stevens and later went 
to a play. 

“Wyman thought. you would be interested in 
this,” Beth explained, “because one of Miss Eileen’s 
former, pupils is starring.” 

Sylvia thought that money must be no item with 
Wyman, for he had insisted on taking care of the 
entire bill at the hotel, and had evidently bought 
their box seats without any assistance from Hal. But 
she did enjoy the play immensely and detected 
several of Miss Eileen’s little tricks for getting dra- 
matic effects in her starring pupil. 

At midnight when Wyman brought them back to 
their apartment house, he dallied in the car, evi- 
dently loathe to end a happy evening. 
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“My sister is going up to her lake cottage next 
week. How about making a foursome to’ spend next 
week-end up there?” 

“Wonderful!” exclaimed Sylvia. She ached for the 
feel of a boat tiller in her hand and cool spray in 
her face. “We'd have to go by boat, I suppose.” 

“Sure! I have my launch. Helena’s going up by 
train and bus. Her husband is such an old hermit he 
hates to come down to the city even to carry her 
back.” 

“What do you say, Beth?” 

“T have classes Saturday. But we could go up Sun- 
day for the Fourth of July holidays.” 

“Any time that suits you will be O.K. with us. 
How about you, Hal?” 

“If you make it over the holidays I think I can 
go,” said Hal, who seemed as eager for the trip as 
the girls. “It’s really nice of you to count me in, 
Wyman,” he added gratefully. 

The prospect of a little outing gave Sylvia some- 
thing to look forward to during the following warm 
days. She was glad for more reasons than one that 
Hal had been included. Although he was not in the 
particular line of radio work that she wanted to 
enter, his friendship might lead to helpful contacts. 

They were to meet the boys at the Yacht Club at 
two on Sunday, so Beth and Sylvia ate an early 
lunch at their apartment. They carried only small 
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suitcases and caught the bus at the corner below 
their apartment house and actually found seats to- 
gether. 

As they rode down the boulevard, Beth said softly, 
“You know I have the most inexplicable feeling 
about going. I almost wish we hadn't accepted the 
invitation.” 

Sylvia glanced at her cousin in surprise. The con- 
fession gave her a jolt, for it voiced some nagging 
thoughts she had had all morming. However, she 
did not want to add to Beth’s discomfort by echoing 
the sentiment, and tried to dismiss her misgivings 
lightly. 

“Youre just worn out from too much study. The 
change will do you good.” 

“I hope so. I am mentally fagged,” Beth ad- 
mitted. 

“I was just thinking—now you'll really have a 
chance to study Helena Steiner. You remarked once 
that she was an enigma.” 

“It should be revealing—seeing her in her own 
home.” 

“Tm thrilled at the prospect of getting out on the 
water,” Sylvia said. 

While walking from the bus stop to the Yacht 
Club the girls had to cling to their hats, for a stiff 
wind was blowing off the lake. To the man at the 
desk in the clubhouse Beth explained that Mr. 
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Wyman Middlecoff was expecting them. The clerk 
became ingratiating. 

“He went out to his boat only a few minutes ago. 
Straight back and turn to the left,” he explained. 

They went out into the gale again and could hear 
some boats banging against the pier. Then Sylvia 
said, “There's Wyman!” , 

He was standing with another man in a launch, 
but Sylvia saw at once that the second man was not 
Hal. A gust of wind ripped Beth’s hat off, and while 
she retrieved it Sylvia saw the stranger in the boat 
take a package from his pocket and hand it to 
Wyman. She thought there was something furtive in 
the way he did it. Wyman quickly put the package 
in his pocket, and glancing up, saw them coming. 
He said something to his companion, who quickly 
stepped from the boat and hurried off in the oppo- 
site direction. 

The uneasiness that had haunted Sylvia all morn- 
ing, and which had been strengthened by Beth’s 
remark, welled up now to alarming proportions. She 
glanced at her cousin, who had just retrieved her 
hat, and realized she had not seen the little incident. 

From the untidy appearance of the clothes worn 
by the man hurrying down the dock, she judged he 
was certainly not a friend of Wyman’s. 

Sylvia glanced at her watch. It was ten minutes 
of two. They were ten minutes ahead of the hour 
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Wyman had appointed for the meeting. No doubt 
his interview with the stranger had been scheduled 
ahead of their arrival. Sylvia tried to shake off her 
unpleasant mood while they walked to the launch. 
There could be any number of legitimate reasons, 
she told herself, why Wyman should be talking to 
this stranger, yet she could not forget the uneasy 
glance the man had sent them as he left the boat. 

Wyman gave them such a hearty and cordial 
greeting that her misgivings were dissipated like 
fog in a warming sun. 

He had just packed their bags away in the snug 
cabin beside his own when Hal came aboard and 
soon the motor purred into action. With the cool 
wind in her face and endless miles of water ahead, 
Sylvia’s spirits lifted. She made up her mind to dis- 
miss the suspicions that had nagged her and enjoy 
this trip to the full. 


CHAPTER SIX 
THE HOUSE ON THE LAKE 


When Wyman’s launch was out of the traffic of 
the city docks, he let Sylvia take the wheel. 

“I see your hands are itching to steer,” he said as 
he gave her the post. “Keep a straight course north 
until I tell you to change.” 

The smooth little launch gathered momentum. 
Sylvia’s sense of well-being increased as the horizon 
widened. How good it was to be away from tower- 
ing buildings and crowded city streets! She wel- 
comed a brief interlude of aloneness while Wyman 
took Beth and Hal into the cabin to show them all 
the latest luxuries with which the smalt boat was 
equipped. 

Suddenly she heard a step behind her, then Hal’s 
voice, “It’s good to leave the rush and roar behind 
for a while.” 

“Tll say,” she agreed, and sent him a smile. 

“I see youre something of a sailor.” 

“I'm never happier than at this post.” 

“Not even behind the mike?” 

“Yes and no,” she admitted. “That brings a differ- 
ent sort of satisfaction. That’s to be my work. I'll 
never be really happy till I'm doing it.” 


69 


70 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


“It won't be easy to get in,” he warned. 

“Tve already found that out.” 

“There’re so many with the same ambition.” 

Sylvia sent him a speculative glance. She was sure 
he didn’t mean to discourage her, but only to help 
her face the difficulties. His dreamy eyes were star- 
ing at the hazy distance where sky and water met. 
She followed his gaze out to that indefinite horizon 
and thought how her own future was as uncertain 
and ill-defined. 

“Tm beginning to realize I was seek confided 
when I came,” she confessed. 

“Don’t become less confident,” he warmed. “You'll 
need all the grit you can command to get through 
the rough places.” 

“You talk as if you might have tried it yourself.” 

“I've had plenty of contact with those who have 
since I opened my studio. I've seen many who were 
mowed down by discouragement go into other 
work.” 

She turned and faced him squarely. “Are you try- 
ing to ‘discourage me?” 

“I have too much belief in your ability and stick- 
ability.” 

She laughed. “There you go with that word again. - 

“You'll need plenty of it if you get anywhere in 
this hard-boiled town.” 
“You surprise me, speaking so disrespectfully of 
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your home town.” 

“Not my home town. I’ve been here only four 
years. Aunt Harriet is the only other member of 
my family living in the city.” 

“I thought you were a native.” 

“Don't misunderstand me. It’s a marvelous city. 
One where you can reach the greatest heights, 
or the greatest depths of any city in our country.” 

“It frightens me,” Sylvia confessed. “Tt’s like a 
great giant that could swallow you up.” 

“It can also be a great genii for whom no accom- 
plishment is impossible.” 

“Even genii are terrifying unless they are your 
friends.” 

Hal glanced back at the uneven skyline of city 
buildings and said, “A strange collection of human- 
ity. You never know whom youre rubbing elbows 
with in the street, or even in more intimate circles. 
They tell me that the kings of the underworld live 
in some of our finest houses on the lakeshore.” 

Sylvia kept her eyes straight ahead. Was Hal 
Graham trying to warn her of some danger? His 
words only revived the nagging feeling she had had 
all morning. But she had no opportunity to get at 
his real meaning, for Beth and Wyman came up 
from the cabin, and their conversation became more 
general. 

“Guess I'd better take over from here,” said 
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Wyman. “We must change our course slightly.” 

They headed offshore until the coast became a 
dim outline in the mist. In mid-afternoon when the 
shore line became visible again there were fewer 
houses, and rugged bluffs rising out of the blue 
lake. The water was white-fringed where it broke 
under the sheer cliffs. 

The summer sun was still high when Wyman 
pointed ahead and said, “The house is on that bluff.” 

“I see plenty of trees, but no house,” said Beth. 

“You can’t see it from the lake, though there're 
some nice views of the lake from the front lawn.’ 

“Td want my house right out where I could see 
miles and miles of the lake,” remarked Sylvia. 

“Carlos wanted to build a house that blended 
perfectly with the landscape, and I think he suc- 
ceeded rather well.” 

Wyman cut down his speed and rounded a little 
cape that formed a curving arm around a little cove. 
Not until they were in this snug harbor did Sylvia 
catch a glimpse of a green roof nestling among the 
trees. The water of the cove washed against a bluff. 
There was a small dock and farther in a spring- 
board for diving. 

“You really have a cozy nest,” said Hal. “From 
the lake you'd never know there was a house here.” 

“My brother-in-law wanted a hermit’s retreat, and 
he really has it.” Wyman deftly tossed a looped line. 


“Guess I'd Better Take Over,” Wyman Said 
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He sounded a klaxon beside the launch wheel 
and helped the girls ashore. By the time he and 
Hal brought the bags up to the dock two men hur- 
ried down the steep wooded path. One wore a 
patch over his left eye, while the other stumped 
along on a peg leg. He made Sylvia think of Long 
John Silver of Treasure Island fame. 

Wyman called him Pete when he gave instruc- 
tions about the bags. Later she learned that the one- 
eyed man was Andy. In spite of their patched-up 
physiques they deftly took all the bags. 

“My brother-in-law has a way of picking up some 
pitiful wreckage to work on the place here,” re- 
marked Wyman in a low tone. 

“I suppose there’re not many whod be willing 
to live in such isolation,” said Beth. 

“That's just it. Most of them like the bright 
lights.” 

Sylvia thought Wyman seized a bit too eagerly 
on this alibi for their derelict help. However the 
maid, who opened the door for them a few minutes 
later, was as trim and well-trained as any city 
dweller’s servant. 

“How are you, Mr. Wyman?” she spoke respect- 
fully. 

“Where's Sis?” he wanted to -know. 

“Mrs. Steiner is taking a nap. She said I was to 
show the young ladies and the gentleman to their 
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rooms if you came before she woke.” 

The girls followed the maid up the polished 
stairs and found that their bags had already been 
placed in the room prepared for them. One would 
expect plenty of fresh air and sunshine in a country 
house, but here the windows were so shaded by 
dense growth outside that the maid flipped on the 
light to show them the clothes closet and their bath. 

“If you need anything just ring for me,” she said 
as she backed toward the door. “Dinner is at seven.” 

When she had closed the door, Beth remarked, 
“Even if this is a hermit’s retreat they evidently 
often have guests.” She pointed out the suitcase 
racks on which their bags had been placed. 

“Sort of a cold reception without either the host 
or id greeting us,” said Sylvia. 

I suppose she thought Wyman would make us 
sufficiently welcome.” 

Sylvia did not voice the overwhelming depression: 
she felt in this gloomy room. Though it was modern 
to the nth degree and shone with shining spotless- 
ness, there was an indefinable something that 
brought back Sylvia’s discomfort of the morning 
with ten-fold strength. She had an almost over- 
powering urge to turn and leave the room and the 
house, but Beth and the others would think her 
‘crazy. What had come over her? 

“T think I'll rest a bit,” she heard Beth say. Sylvia 
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watched her turn back the fine lace cover, and slip 
off her shoes. “I don’t know why I feel so utterly 
fagged at the end of every week.” 

“You've been pushing yourself too long and too 
hard, working to get your master’s degree without 
having any rest after your college work.” 

“Tm so anxious to get through and get to work.” 

“You ought to go home for a real rest when this 
semester is over.” 

When Beth was in bed, Sylvia unpacked their 
dinner dresses and hung them near the open win- 
dow where the breeze would shake out the creases. 
She wished the wind could also dissipate the fog 
of depression that had overwhelmed her. She 
glanced at the bed and saw Beth was already asleep. 
She thought if she could go outdoors a little while 
it might relieve her strange feelings. 

She opened the door softly and tiptoed out. She 
encountered no one in the upper or lower hall. Cau- 
tiously she adjusted the night latch on the front 
door so she could return without ringing. The ram- 
bling house was built on a hillside covered with 
oaks that towered high above its chimneys. The 
ground rose gradually in front of it. She thought 
how strange it was to build the house on the slope 
instead of at the hillcrest, where she found such a 
glorious view of the lake. 

For some time she stood there, her back to an 


THE HOUSE ON THE LAKE 77 


oak, drinking in the wide view. The cove by which 
they had entered was at the right of the house, and 
almost behind her. She had had a look at that side 
of the house on their arrival, and now she started 
round to see what the other side was like. She 
found the building had been fitted into the curves 
of the hill like parts of a jigsaw puzzle. 

In her ramblings, Sylvia suddenly came upon a 
stone wall, overgrown with vines. A closer inspec- 
tion showed a barbed-wire fence topping the wall. 
The barbed-wire stirred her curiosity, so she pushed 
her way through the underbrush for a closer inspec- 
tion. She drew in her breath at what she found. A 
deep gully dropped some thirty or forty feet beyond 
the wall. This formed a sunken yard surrounding 
the northwest corner of the house. At this corner 
the residence was three stories, with a floor below 
the two she had already seen. 

Wide windows here furnished abundant light, 
with no outside shrubbery to break the brilliance. 
Sylvia wondered if Carlos Steiner were a painter 
and had arranged his studio where it could com- 
mand the best light. She was lost in speculation 
when an ominous growling made her shrink back. 
Then she saw almost directly beneath her some dog 
kennels. Even as she looked two powerful police 
dogs stalked out to give warning of her presence. 

In alarm Sylvia started to hurry away. She turned 
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so unexpectedly that a man in the nearby shrubbery 
didn’t have time to get out of sight. She felt very 
definitely that he would have preferred not to be 
seen, but being caught, he pretended to be strolling 
through the woods also. She saw it was Pete. 

“Some vicious dogs down here.” She tried to 
comment casually. 

“Yes'm. There’s allus plenty o prowlers round a 
lonely spot like this. We gotter keep dogs fer per- 
tection.” 

Sylvia thought the wiry, hard-faced man looked 
fully capable of protecting the place without the 
aid of the vicious dogs. 

“It’s a lovely spot,” Sylvia tried to speak naturally. 
“One gets hungry for woods like this in a big city.” 

He smiled and she saw that his gums were tooth- 
less. “That’s what the boss say, ma’m. He can't abide 
the big city no longer.” 

Sylvia was anxious to get away, and kept inching 
farther from him as they talked. Then she turned 
and walked rapidly toward the front of the house. 
Maybe she would have been better off if she had 
stayed in the gloom of their room. Certainly what 
she had just seen was far from reassuring. The vi- 
cious dogs, the barbed-wire enclosure, the wooden- 
legged man furtively watching her explorations. 
And he had called Carlos Steiner “the boss.” To 
Sylvia this carried a suspicious implication. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 
UNDERCURRENTS 


At seven that evening the guests were gathered. 
in the spacious living room of the Steiner ‘home. 
In the soft radiance of many shaded lights, the 
uneasiness that had nagged Sylvia earlier vanished. 
No one could remain long depressed in the genial 
company of Helena Steiner and her brother. Sud- 
denly Sylvia realized that Hal Graham was the 
quietest one of the group, and seemed very much 
preoccupied. Did he, too, find something mysterious 
and a little strange in the atmosphere here? 

Carlos Steiner came in just before the butler an- 
nounced dinner. Their host was a slow-moving man. 
His poise gave one the feeling that tremendous 
force was merely held in leash by will power. He 
was only a bit taller than his wife. He had a partly 
bald head over which some thin wisps of hair were 
carefully brushed. His forehead was high above the 
strangest pair of eyes Sylvia had ever seen. They 
seemed to bore through each person in turn as he 
was introduced to the young people. 

She couldn’t help but be flattered when he chose 
to escort her out to dinner, leaving his wife to come 
with Hal, and Beth with Wyman. They served the 
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most delicious food Sylvia had tasted since she left 
home. Though their food at home might equal it, 
she had never seen such beautiful china, glassware 
and silver as the Steiners used. 

When Beth commented on the beautiful silver, 
she was told that Carlos himself had designed it. 

“You might show them that silver pin I gave you 
last month for your birthday,” suggested Carlos to 
his wife. 

Sylvia, thinking of the birthday party they had 
had for her last week, glanced at Helena in time to 
see her send her husband a troubled, warning look. 

But Wyman stepped quickly into the breach. 
“Carlos is always a little premature with his gifts.” 

Quick as a flash Carlos Steiner took the hint. 
Sylvia felt it was definitely a hint—a warning, for 
he parried like a champion tennis player, who, with 
a deft turn of the wrist, returns an unexpected ball. 

“With my atrocious memory for dates, what is 
one to do about birthdays but remember the gen- 
eral season in which they come?” 

Sylvia thought as she toyed with her food, “That 
wasnt Helena’s birthday the other night when 
Wyman brought her along. But why lie about it and 
make that an excuse for including her in the party?” 

She wondered if her cousin had caught the slip 
when she said casually, “You must show us the pin 
after dinner, Mrs. Steiner. I do love hand-wrought 
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silver.” 

“It has emeralds and pearls set in the most ex- 
quisite design he ever made,” Helena said. 

Sylvia thought now that perhaps those wide 
north windows opening on the sunken yard, lighted 
Carlos’s workroom. But there was still the barbed- 
wire fence and the vicious dogs to make her wonder. 

“He used to design patterns for silver plate in the 
days before he became a hermit,” Helena added. 

“She doesn’t speak very respectfully of her better 
half, does she?” asked Carlos. “But what’s now a 
hobby was once an interesting career that took nie 
all over the world. Ever been to Charleston?” He 
turned to Sylvia at his right. 

“Oh yes. Our home’s not far from there.” 

“TI went down to an auction there once—at an old 
family mansion somewhere near the Battery.” 

“You could find some real old treasures in that 
section.” 

“I picked up some bargains to turn any collector 
green with envy. A friend sold the stuff for me in 
Chicago for ten times what I paid for it,” 

So that was how the Steiners had accumulated 
their wealth, Sylvia thought. You had only to look 
at Carlos Steiner to. know he could be a clever 
dealer. She wondered again why he had buried him- 
self in this lonely spot. 

“Do you paint, too?” she asked him. 
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eyebrows. 

“I thought maybe there was a studio on the floor 
below. I noticed some broad windows with a north- 
em exposure.” 

“Oh, so you've already been exploring?” Irritation 
was not entirely concealed by his smile. 

“I'm so starved for the outdoors I couldn't wait 
to be escorted before rambling around.” 

“No, I don’t paint,” Carlos replied emphatically. 

Helena, who seemed to keep one ear reserved for 
whatever her husband was talking about, broke in 
just then to say, “Sylvia, do tell Carlos about the 
dear little Frenchwoman, who had her goblets 
stolen. She’s a real character.” 

“They were the most beautiful goblets,” Sylvia 
said, turning to her host. “You would have been 
crazy about that pattern.” 

“Oh, then she recovered them,” he said. “That 
happens so rarely.” 

“No, she didn’t. But she happened to have one 
of the goblets in her own room the night of the 
robbery. She showed it to me—the most beautiful 
design. Louis XIV period, I believe she said.” 

“Seems ridiculous to use such valuable things in 
a private home,” Carlos said. “They should be 
museum pieces.” 


“Oh, she had always kept them locked upstairs 
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with the rest of their best plate, but it happened 
that a niece of hers had just had a birthday. The 
family celebrates all birthdays by using those gob- 
lets. Miss Eileen had intended packing them away 
again the next day, but they were stolen during the 
night.” 

Sylvia glanced toward Helena as she finished 
speaking, and intercepted a strange look that passed 
between her and her husband. All the unaccount- 
able feelings of the hour of her arrival returned in 
full force. She wished she had not given the more 
intimate details about Miss Eileen’s loss. 

Carlos Steiner seemed to know instinctively when 
it was time to change a subject. He glanced down 
the table at Beth, sitting at his wife’s right. “They 
tell me you young ladies are career girls.” 

Beth smiled back at him and retorted, “It’s our 
intention to become career girls when I get my mas- 
ter's degree and Sylvia lands something in radio.” 

“So you want to fill the air with chatter,” he said 
turning to Sylvia. “There’re many ways to make 
much more money with less effort.” 

Before she could think of any retort, Helena ex- 
claimed, “Don’t let him tease you, Sylvia. He makes 
all manner of fun of me because I’ve been doing a 
daily skit for the Freidman Jewelers.” 

“Oh, the program serves its purpose, I suppose, 
but it keeps you in Chicago too much.” 
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“I think a woman has the same right to a career 
as aman, spoke up Beth, “even if she is married.” 

“A man should earn money for his family,” stated 
Carlos with a finality that invited no further dis- 
cussion. 

But Beth came back promptly. “I'm afraid you're 
out of date, Mr. Steiner. The war has proved that 
a woman can take her place in any field right along 
with men. And after all, hasn't she the same right to 
a full,well-rounded life that a man has?” 

“What about children in the home?” 

“The guidance and direction of their lives should 
be the joint work of both parents. Thanks to modern 
inventions, the drudgery that used to make women 
slaves is taken care of by machinery. Women are 
now free to seek other channels of self-expression.” 

Sylvia was proud that Beth was more than a 
match for Carlos Steiner in an argument. She was 
annoyed that the man rather frightened her, so that 
her mind was dulled, and her tongue found diffi- 
culty in making ready retorts. She felt: very much 
like a simple country girl in the presence of this 
sophisticated man of the world. 

Throughout the meal Hal Graham talked little. 
His was not an aloof silence, however, but the quiet 
interest of one who put in a word here and there 
to keep attention centered on others rather than on 
himself. But Helena was alert to draw him actively 
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into tk. -‘« circle, and turned to him during dessert 
to say, “I hope you'll play for us, Hal. Wyman tells 
me youre a real pianist.” 

“I don’t know where he got that information, 
retorted Hal. “I never play in public.” . 

“Come now. There's no public here,” put in Wy- 
man. “We'd like some music very much, wouldn't 
we, Beth?” 

“Indeed we would! Really Hal's about the most 
versatile young man I ever met.” 

He made no promises, but when they returned to 
the long living room he went directly to the grand 
piano near the front windows. Sylvia leaned over 
the top, watching his supple fingers feel out the 
temper of the keys. Then he began to weave-a 
pattern of notes, which she soon recognized as 
Sibelius’s Finlandia. She studied Hal's face with 
growing appreciation of his worth and depth. The 
mystic, stormy strains of the Finnish composer were 
attuned to the tumult of her own mind and heart, 
a tumult that seemed out of all proportion to any- 
thing that had been said or done since her arrival. 

When she glanced down the long room she found 
that Carlos Steiner was not with the three who lis- 
tened so raptly. During their applause Sylvia said 
softly, holding Hal’s gaze, “Is that how you feel, 
‘tooP” 

He nodded. “It’s most unaccountable. They are 
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very hospitable.” 

He turned then to acknowledge their applause, 
and Sylvia said in a low tone, “Play something soft- 
and soothing. Maybe that will help.” 

She crossed the room and sat down on a couch 
beside Wyman. When Hal had played a selection 
from Brahms, she turned to Wyman and remarked, 
“It’s a shame Mr. Steiner is missing this.” 

“He doesn’t like music.” 

“Doesn't like music? I can’t imagine it.” 

When Hal had played a third number, he joined 
them. 7 

“You ought to be playing over radio yourself,” 
said Helena. 

He smiled in that engaging way he had and re- 
torted, “Id much rather help others get on the air.” 

“I was just thinking as I sat here that you ought 
to do a record of Sylvia’s speaking voice to help her 
sell herself to some producer or advertiser.” 

“Td be delighted.” 

“What sort of record?” asked Sylvia. 

“Oh, just bits that will show up the kind of drama- 
tic work you can do—something sad, something 
tragic, something gay.” 

“But where would I find a dramatization that 
would show so much in the brief space of one rec- 
ord?” asked Sylvia. 

“Td be glad to write some brief skits for you— 
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just enough to show your range and ability, your 
tonal quality and enunciation.” 

“Don’t you think her enunciation has improved 
marvelously since Miss DeHoff has been training 
her?” asked Beth. 

“Now that you mention it—yes. But I was im- 
pressed the first time I met her with the beautiful 
quality of her speaking voice.” 

Sylvia’s thoughts were too centered on Helena’s 
offer, to pay much heed to their flattery. “Do you 
mean you will do a skit especially for me?” 

“Of course—if you'd like to have it, my dear.” 

“Indeed I would, if it isn’t too expensive.” 

Helena laughed heartily. “Why there'll be no ex- 
pense at all. I'd love doing it.” 

“Oh, that would be too much to ask.” 

“It's something I can do. Who knows but some 
day you may be able to do something for me in 
return.” 

“And what about the cost of the record, Hal?” 

“Come down to the studio when we go home, 
and we'll arrange all that,” he told her evasively. 
“Tm sure the cost won't be prohibitive.” 

Sylvia was so happy over these kind offers that 
all other thoughts were driven out, but those rela- 
tive to the work she had come North to do. Surely 
now, with such help as was promised, she could 
soon win her place in the radio world. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
IN THE COVE 


The following morning the four young people 
went down to the lake for a dip. It was the first 
time Sylvia had donned a bathing suit since she left 
home. In the invigorating morning air, she thought 
with disgust how nervous and suspicious she had 
been the previous afternoon. Helena’s offer to do 
the skit for her proved how genuinely friendly she 
was at heart. She and Beth were indeed lucky to 
have made friends with these people. 

Even at eight in the morning, the day promised 
to be unusually warm. Scarcely a ripple stirred the 
green-shadowed water that rolled in under the 
bluff, where the lake had dug a curved elbow into 
the shore line. . 

“It must have been terrible in town last night,” 
remarked Hal as he and Wyman followed the girls 
down the slope, their tender feet taking the rough 
path with caution. 

“It’s the kind of weather we have before a sum- 
mer squall,” remarked Wyman. 

“How Id love to see a storm on the lake!” ex- 
claimed Sylvia. “Hurricane weather always thrills 


Rd 


me. 
89 


90 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


“Not knowing what may happen is always excit- 
ing,” said Hal, putting a tentative toe into the water 
lapping the narrow shelf of sand. 

Sylvia glanced at Hal and thought how his words 
applied to more than stormy weather just now. That 
was what was so exciting about being at Crow's 
Nest. She felt something brooding over the place, 
something strange and almost sinister, which drew 
her repeatedly back into awareness of it, no matter 
how often she resolved to think there was nothing 
to it. 

Hal was already striking out across the water, 
calling her to join him. She climbed the ladder, ran 
the length of the diving board, and went in with 
a splash. As she came up, shaking water from her 
eyes, she also tried to shake the fog of suspicion 
from her thoughts, so she could really enjoy her 
swim. She followed Hal across the cove to the other 
side and was amazed to find herself so winded. 

“T’ve gotten soft since I’ve been in Chicago,” she 
said in disgust. “I'm never so winded at home.” 

Beth was just coming ashore and said, “Salt water 
back home makes swimming easier. You'll have to 
get used io fresh water.” 

Beth turned promptly and started back across 
with Wyman, but Hal sprawled on the sand and 
Sylvia sat down beside him. . 

“Isn't it glorious to have a chance to swim!” she 
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said. 

“TI say! The ideal home would be a quiet spot 
like this with a plane to fly back and forth to work 
in town.” 

“We're coming to that rapidly,” she assured him. 

He glanced up at the nearby bluff, which was 
even more densely wooded than the shore from 
which they had come. Sylvia followed his gaze and 
watched a robin perch on a bough. He had just 
broken into a song when suddenly he stopped short 
and flew hurriedly away as if something in the 
bushes below had startled him. 

Hal evidently hadn’t noticed this for he said, “I'd 
like to explore all that.” 

“So would I,” she said emphatically. 

“We couldn't go far without our shoes.” 

“How about coming back later?” she suggested. 

“Wyman wants to play badminton after break- 
fast, and we'll be going home this afternoon.” 

“Not until later,” she reminded him. “How about 
slipping away right after lunch?” 

“Are you game?” he asked eagerly. 

“Sure.” 

“Just us two?” 

She nodded. Their eyes met, and she knew he 
was as curious about the set-up here as she was. 

“I’ve already explored a bit,” she confessed. “I’ve 
found a pair of vicious German police dogs in a 
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yard with a barbed-wire fence.” 

“I heard them in the night.” 

Sylvia thought she saw someone moving through 
the underbrush on the bluff and said uneasily, 
“Maybe we'd better swim back.” 

She stood up suddenly and was just in time to 
see someone dart to cover. Was it peg-leg or one-eye 
watching them, she wondered. So the robin had not 
taken precipitous flight without cause. Had the 
watcher overheard their conversation? 

Carlos Steiner did not appear at breakfast, and 
Sylvia thought Helena seemed much more at ease 
without him. Now that she realized the difference 
in, the two she began to wonder if Helena was afraid 
of her husband. She had certainly said many things 
to please and flatter him during the meal the previ- 
ous evening. Helena suggested that the young 
people might be interested in seeing some old Indian 
mounds only a short distance up the lake. 

“Td love it!” exclaimed Sylvia. 

“Do we have to hike?” asked Beth a little dubi- 
ously. 

“Oh, no. We can go in the launch. What do you 
say?” asked Wyman. 

“If we ride, then I’m for it. Somehow I don’t feel 
much in a mood for walking this hot morning.” 

Sylvia greatly preferred such an expedition to 
playing badminton, for she adored exploring. She 
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had never seen the type of Indian mound found in 
this section of the country. As a girl scout she had 
explored every Indian site within reasonable range 
of her own home, and was a match for either of the 
boys on Indian lore. She enjoyed that expedition 
more than anything they had done since coming to 
Crow’s Nest. 

At lunch Helena again offered apologies for her 
husband’s absence. “He wasn’t feeling well,” she 
stated, “and they had sent a tray to his room.” 

“What do you say to a game of badminton after 
lunch?” Wyman suggested. 

Sylvia and Hal exchanged glances. She had no 
intention of being cheated out of her excursion with 
Hal, and had to think up an excuse in a hurry. 

“Beth looks tired,” she said. “She ought to rest a 
bit before we start home.” 

“I wouldn’t mind a nap,” Beth admitted. “The 
swim and boat ride have made me feel quite lazy.” 

“Beth's right,” Helena said promptly. “She came 
out here to rest, not to be run to death.” 

Later, when they started upstairs Sylvia winked 
at Hal and pointed to the front door, indicating she 
would meet him there shortly. She pretended to be 
busy with their packing when Beth lay down, but 
as soon as her cousin’s regular breathing indicated 
that she was asleep, Sylvia slipped quietly from the 
room. She hoped no prying eyes saw her join Hal 
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on the front lawn. . 

“We have to stay indoors so much in town,” he 
said, “it seems a shame not to be outside most of 
the time we're here.” 

“You didn’t say anything to Wyman about com- 
ing along?” she asked as they sprinted down the 
slope leading to the water. 

“I thought we'd enjoy it more alone.” 

She wondered if he was thinking also that their 
host would not be pleased to know they were going 
off to explore without a guide. At the foot of the 
bluff they made their way around the western curve 
of the cove, then mounted again on the other side. 

“There was someone up here this morning when 
we were resting down there—before swimming 
back.” Sylvia watched Hal’s face, wondering if he, 
too, realized there was something very mysterious 
about this place. : 

“I thought so too.” 

Sylvia followed his gaze down to the blue water 
of the cove and out to the open lake. The water was 
no longer placid as it had been that morning. The 
blue was flecked with whitecaps, and the trees over- 
head were bent inland by a gusty wind from the 
lake, while overhead ragged purple clouds churned 
about. 

“A storm’s brewing,” stated Hal. “Do you think 
we ought to go back?” 
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“Mercy, no! I adore a storm.” 

He still hesitated when she said, “Come on,” and 
plunged into the tangled brush. 

He followed and said, “I noticed from the boat 
this morning that there’s another cove just north of 
here. How about seeing what’s there?” 

“Good. Let's.” 

The bluff here was overgrown and had no path. 
Hal pushed ahead and cleared the way through the 
underbrush. The distance was really not far across 
the high ground that separated the two coves, but 
fallen limbs and tangled underbrush slowed their 
advance. 

They found the northern cove more open, with 
no protecting arm of land to make it a-snug harbor, 
so that the storms of many seasons had jammed it 
with drift and wreckage. Uprooted trees, old timber, 
boat wreckage had banked up to half fill the cove. 

“Shows what storms do around here,” said Hal. 

Sylvia was thinking of something else as she 
looked down on the cove, and finally said, “Hal, do 
you have a queer feeling about this place?” 

“Definitely!” 

“What is it? I can’t quite analyze it.” 

“Wish I knew. That’s why I wanted to take this 
hike with you—thought we could talk it over.” 

“T feel sort of mean, thinking such things. They've 
-been so hospitable.” 
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“IT know,” he admitted. “I tried to shake it off at 
first.” 

“I thought you seemed very silent at dinner last 
night.” 

“That's when I began to sense it. There’s more 
than meets the eye about Carlos Steiner. He’s really 
a man of the world. I wonder what’s his reason for 
this hermit pose.” 

“Maybe he’s not so much a hermit as he pretends. 
The room we're using is evidently often used for 
guests. There’s everything to make guests comfort- 
able—suitcase racks, even new toothbrushes in the 
cabinet in the bath, in case a guest is forgetful.” 

“I noticed that—so many little guest comforts in 
my room.”-He turned back to the cove, then asked, 
“Want to poke about down there by the water?” 

“Sure.” 

“I'm afraid we haven't much time.” 

“Does look like the storm’s right on us.” 

From their elevated post they could see out be- 
yond the cove to where the lake was tumbling like 
troubled surf on a rocky shore, while purple clouds 
churned in the high wind. 

“Doesn't look very promising for the home trip 
this afternoon,” said Hal dubiously. 

“Mercy! I hope it soon blows over. I wouldn't care 
to spend another night here.” 

“I have an appointment for early tomorrow. I 
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must go back.” 

He gave Sylvia a hand, for the descent into the 
cove was very steep. Only by finding stepping stones 
among the tree roots, and clinging to low limbs and 
bushes could they make it. At the bottom they 
stopped to look about and saw only a few feet away 
a place where the water had washed back under 
the bluff, leaving an overhanging ledge of rock to 
form a sort of cavern. Hal turned from this to the 
heap of wreckage, that at close range loomed very 
high. 

{Notice anything queer there?” he asked Sylvia. 

“Seems odd the ‘drift hasn’t washed clear back 
against the western wall of the cove.” 

He laughed softly. “I see you know how to use 
your eyes. Look carefully over there where I'm 
pointing.” 

Sylvia drew in her breath, then said, “Tree trunks 
driven up end into the water like dock piles to hold 
the drift wood back.” 

“And so cleverly and irregularly placed and cov- 
ered with branches that a casual observer would 
never notice.” ~ 

“But what's the idea?” 

“It looks to me like an open channel left around 
the wreckage.” 

“You mean so boats can come in to anchor here.” 

“Out of sight of anyone passing on the lake.” 
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“But why?” she asked. “The harbor south of here 
is so much better.” 

“Why? That’s exactly what I'd like to know,” he 
retorted. 

Suddenly the clouds that had been boiling up 
from the north and the south, came together with 
a mighty crash of thunder. Heavy spatters of rain 
fell and quickly changed to hail. The hailstones in- 
creased in size so rapidly that Hal and Sylvia were 
forced to dash for the shelter of the rocky ledge. . 

With Sylvia’s hand clutched in his, Hal pushed 
back under the ledge. To their relief they found the 
cavern much deeper than it had seemed at a casual 
glance. When they looked back hailstones were 
already piling up at the entrance, while beyond high 
waves from the lake broke like mountainous surf 
against the pile of drift. They watched some planks 
from a lumber boat float in and anchor with the 
other wreckage. 

“The water may come in here,” said Sylvia un- 
easily. 

“There are no tides here like on your Carolina 
coast,” he said, “but the water may rise if the storm 
lasts.” 

Sylvia looked speculatively into the deeper shad- 
ows of the cavern. As her pupils dilated she thought 
she saw evidence that the cavern had been opened 


farther into the bluff. The wall was cut back 
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smoothly as if by a spade. 

“Look Hal,” she said. “Isn’t this a real tunnel?” 

He stepped beyond her and looked carefully. “So 
it is,” he murmured. 

“Wonder where it leads.” 

“At least we can try to find out. It’s beginning to 
look as though that open channel left for boats 
might lead right here.” 

Bending low, he led the way deeper into the nar- 
row cut and found it made a sharp turn a few yards 
farther on. They could no longer doubt now that 
it was a man-made tunnel. Sylvia was quivering 
with excitement when Hal took out a box of matches 
and struck one. 

“Sylvia, look!” he whispered. “There’s a heavy 
door ahead.” 


CHAPTER NINE 
MEETING IN THE DARK 


The discovery of that door at the end of the 
cavern passage seemed final proof to Sylvia that 
there was something very mysterious indeed about 
Crow’s Nest. 

“You see our suspicions are not without some 
foundation,” she said to Hal. 

But he was too intent on knowing what was be- 
hind that door to pause for speculations. During the 
burning of a second match he searched for a way 
to open it, but found none. Sylvia tried throwing 
her weight against the door, but it stood firm. 

“It’s securely locked all right,” she said ruefully. 

“Naturally. What would be the object of a secret 
tunnel without a locked door somewhere in it?” 

His third match burned long enough for him to 
explore the door more carefully. There was certainly 
no sign of a keyhole. 

“It must be opened by a spring from the inside,” 
he surmised. 

“Then you think it’s for people to come out of— 
not to enter?” 

“Probably so.” 

“It really looks terribly old. It could have been 
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here long before the Steiners came.” 

“It's possible.” 

Sylvia thought Hal didn’t seem entirely convinced. 
and said, “It may have some connection with all 
the other queer things I've noticed.” 

“I haven't an idea of its significance.” 

“Maybe there’s a secret spring or something. Wish 
we had a flashlight.” 

“No chance to get one now.” 

“This passage could have been built in pioneer 
days when people had to have some secret exit from 
their houses to escape Indian raids.” 

“I have a feeling it’s of more modern construction. 
A door like this soon becomes weathered and old 
looking where it’s damp.” 

“What's the answer? Why is it here?” 

“There you have me stumped. But it makes me 
all the more certain there’s something very queer 
about Carlos Steiner living up here on the Jake.” 

Suddenly Sylvia lifted her head alertly and turned 
toward the exit. “Hal, the storm seems to be getting 
worse.” . 

“We'd better get out of here. You can never tell 
what these squalls will do.” 

They promptly crawled back through the low 
section of the tunnel and hurried toward the exit. 

“Sylvia!” he cried, “Look!” 

She found real cause for his alarm. The water 
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in the cove had risen and was lapping at the very 
entrance to the cavern. 

“The water can come in very high here,” she 
stated. “Those were evidently watermarks I noticed 
back there on the door.” 

The hail had changed to a deluge of rain, bel 
they would have to face it or run the risk of being 
trapped under the rocky ledge. 

“I'm afraid we'll never get up the cliff in this 
gale,” she said dubiously. 

“We have no choice but to try!” 

They crawled through the crisscrossed tree limbs 
that so successfully hid the entrance to the cavern, 
and started back to hunt the route by which they 
had descended. No sooner had they left the pro- 
tection of the rock than they were drenched with 
rain and spray. 

With every incoming dash of the waves, more 
debris was heaped upon the drift pile that formed 
a bulwark against the log pilings. 

“Watch out!” yelled Sylvia, when an uprooted 
tree was swept clear over the rubbish and driven 
against the cliff not ten feet from where Hal was 
leading the way out. 

Even as she called and Hal tured toward her, a 
broken limb was hurled straight toward her head. 
Hal saw it just in time to spring forward, trying to 


prevent the blow with his left hand. But the driving 


104 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


force was so great that he staggered to earth under 
its weight. 

Sylvia helped to extricate him, crying, “Hal, 
youre hurt!” 

He could not hide the pain in his eyes, but re- 
torted with a show of indifference, “It’s nothing. 
Come on. We must hurry.” . 

“Hadn't we better go deeper into the cove before 
we try to climb out. There’s too much danger here.” 

They finally cleared the debris near the cavern 
entrance and worked their way toward the western 
extremity of the cove, where the wreckage broke 
the force of the wind somewhat. However, they 
found the bluff almost precipitous here, with water 
washing down it in deep gullies. Hal chose one of 
these streams, which indicated the greatest incline, 
and started up, pulling Sylvia behind him. Several 
times the soft earth crumbled under their feet, and 
they had to snatch at limbs and bushes to keep from 
falling back. 

“I can make it alone,” stated Sylvia, when she saw 
that Hal's left hand hung useless at his side. 

He was forced to leave her to herself as the climb 
grew more precipitous. 

“I was a fool to bring you down here,” he 
grumbled. 

“I wanted to come as much as you did,” she 
retorted. 
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“This is what we get for being so curious.” 

Halfway up the cliff, she paused to glance across 
the piles of drift to where the lake was being 
churned like a millrace by the squall. Though she 
was frightened she was thrilled, too, at the power 
being unleashed. 

A few feet higher up an old tree root furnished 
anchorage by which they were able to pull them- 
selves to the top of the bluff. Panting and weary, 
they sat down in the mud and rain to stare at each 
other in relief. 

Suddenly Sylvia burst into gales of laughter, then 
exclaimed, “If I look such a fright as you do, what'll 
they say at the house?” 

He could only smile haif-heartedly, and she saw 
him glance at his left hand. ; 

“Ob, Hal, youre really hurt!” she exclaimed. 
“Your hand’s beginning to swell. Maybe it’s broken.” 

“Tm afraid it is,” he admitted ruefully. 

She sobered promptly to meet the emergency. 
They were a long way from the house. In this storm 
it might take them a half hour to cover the dis- 
tance. The longer she waited the more difficult it 
would be to set a broken bone properly. She had 
had enough first-aid training and practice to know 
what should be done. . 

Taking Hal's hand she quickly located the break 
in the bone leading to the middle finger. “That must 


106 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


be set before it swells too much,” she stated. 

“Itll take us at least a half hour to reach the 
house,” he said ruefully. 

But she had no intention of waiting. She glanced 
around and found an old oak on the lee of the hill. 
Here they would be better protected from wind 
and rain. 

“Let’s go down there,” she said pointing. “And 
T'll set the bone right now.” 

“Oh, could you?” he asked eagerly, rising to fol- 
low her. 

“Of course. I even set a leg once, when Callie 
Deason fell from a tree on a camping trip.” 

“And it didn’t have to be reset when you reached 
a doctor?” 

“X-ray showed it was knitting perfectly when we 
got to the hospital.” She glanced around for mate- 
rial for splints as she spoke, and now asked, “Do 
you have a pocket knife?” 

He looked dubious again as he handed it to her. 
“Maybe we ought to go on to the house. It’s terrible 
to keep you out in this deluge.” 

“Maybe the rain will wash off the mud we got 
down there—just give it time enough.” She tried to 
speak lightly as she began to whittle on a/slim twig 
from the oak. “Do you think there’s anyone at the 
house who can do a better job than I can?” 

He flushed and apologized. “Of course not, Sylvia. 
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There's no one here Id rather trust.” . 

“It would probably take an hour or more to reach 
the nearest doctor, even if the storm was over.” 

Soon her deft fingers had shaped a flat stick to 
support the palm, and another for the back. Hal 
saw that she knew her business. 

“T even helped once in a train wreck,” she chatted 
as she worked. “I went along to help some canteen 
workers serve coffee and sandwiches. When a nurse 
found I knew something about first aid she put me 
to work. I had plenty of valuable experience that 
day.” 

She made binding strips from his handkerchief 
around the finger and the splints and soon the hand 
was neatly bandaged. “Now that'll do till we can 
get to the house for more complete bandaging,” she 
said, as she gave his arm a sympathetic pat. 

“Youre an expert,” he said gratefully. “I can’t 
thank you enough.” 

“If it hadn't been for me you wouldn’t have 
broken it,” she said. 

“The idea! I was the foolish one for taking you 
down there when the storm was breaking.” 

When they were walking through the rain and 
mud again, she said unhappily, “I've had the most 
depressed feeling ever since we came up here that 
something terrible was going to happen.” 

“Don't feel so badly over this. It will heal in time.” 
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“It will be awkward explaining our plight,” she 
said ruefully. 

“No reason why they should suspect we found 
that tunnel just because we were caught out in a 
storm.” 

“Looks like any pair of fools would have had bet- 
ter sense than to be caught out in a gale like this. 
But I can truthfully say you broke your hand trying 
to keep a falling limb from striking me.” 

“You are a stickler for truth!” he exclaimed. 

“I can’t stand a liar!” 

“Some people will lie when the truth will serve 
them better,” he said. “To my sorrow I've found 
that out in my business.” 

Their safe arrival at the house was greeted with 
relief, for they found the entire household was 
aware of their absence. Beth had roused during the 
storm to find Sylvia gone. When she began to make 
inquiries, it was discovered that Hal was not in his 
room either, so Pete had been sent out to explore 
the lake shore. 

“We didn’t see a thing of him,” said Hal. “How 
long has he been gone?” 

Sylvia and Hal exchanged glances of relief when 
Wyman replied, “Only about fifteen minutes.” 

Sylvia hoped the washing rain had erased all their 
footprints in the upper cove if he had gone there in 
search of them. 
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Beth was the first to notice Has bandaged hand 
and to make inquiries. When he told them about 
the accident, and Sylvia's first aid Helena said anx- 
iously, “But you should have a doctor, too.” 

“I have perfect confidence in Sylvia's ability,” he 
assured them. 

“But it really should be X-rayed. Wyman can 
take you to the doctor in Monroe,” she insisted after 
inspecting the inadequate bandage. 

“I thought Monroe was about ten miles from 
here,” said Beth. 

“Td much rather go straight back to Chicago,” 
said Hal. “Of course I know the lake is out for travel 
today, but Wyman could drive me to a bus or train 
station.” 

“Sure, if you think that’s best,” agreed Wyman. 
“There's a bus stop about four miles from here, with 
busses passing every hour.” 

“Then we'd all better go back that way,” said 
Beth. 

“And leave me to take the trip alone tomorrow!” 
Wyman exclaimed in a disappointed tone. 

“Oh no, you girls must stay over another night,” 
Helena insisted. “The lake will be calm enough for 
travel by early morning. These squalls pass quickly.” 

Sylvia glanced anxiously at Beth, hoping she 
would insist on returning. Instead she replied grate- 
fully, “That’s awfully nice of you, Mrs. Steiner. I 
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really would enjoy staying another night. It’s so rest- 
ful here, after all these months. in Chicago.” 

After that remark Sylvia could not express her 
very strong desire to return with Hal. 

When he had packed and was ready to leave, he 
paused to say to Sylvia, “Ill expect you at the studio 
sometime tomorrow as we planned.” 


“Tl be seeing you,” she promised. 


Carlos Steiner put in an appearance at dinner 
that evening, which was delayed slightly awaiting 
Wyman’s return. 

“What do you say to a bit of bridge after dinner?” 
Helena suggested. 

“Fine,” agreed Beth. “No better time for bridge 
than a cool, stormy evening.” 

Sylvia looked dubious. “There’re four without me,” 
she said. “I’m really tired. I got rather upset over 
the storm and Hal’s accident.” 

“Do as you like, my dear. I was going to ‘step 
aside so you four could play,” said Helena. 

“Td much rather go up and rest if you'll take my 
place,” said Sylvia in relief. 

When the others sat down at the bridge table, 
Sylvia went upstairs and lay down across her bed, 
fully dressed. She had wanted to be alone to try 
to put together all the puzzling parts of the mystery 
of Crow's Nest, but she was so tired she went 
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promptly to sleep. She roused sometime later to 
find moonlight lying in a rectangle across her bed. 

The sky had cleared and only occasional gusts of 
wind shook the trees. From her window she caught 
a glimpse of the lake through the swaying branches. 
It was splashed with silver glints now instead of 
mountainous waves. It lured her out for a fuller 
view. 

She slipped off her dinner dress and put on the 
dark blue she had worn on her arrival. As she went 
downstairs she could hear the foursome still at their 
game. Quietly she adjusted the night latch and went 
out. This would be perfect if only Hal were along 
to enjoy the moonlight with her. The grass was still 
wet and the underbrush dripping, so she kept to 
the open spaces. She paused finally under the great 
oak on the bluff where she had first viewed the lake. 
It was hard to believe the water that had recently 
been so wild could now be so placid and beautiful. 

Her gaze traveled slowly up the shore line and 
suddenly every muscle in her body tensed. Was 
that a small boat moving south just off shore? In- 
stinctively she moved closer to the tree trunk, hug- 
ging its shadow. Almost at the same moment she 
heard someone coming from the direction of the 
house. She was less than fifty yards from the path 
leading down to the cove, and she shifted her posi- 
tion to put the broad tree trunk between her and 
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the person who was coming nearer. A moment later 
she recognized Pete’s limping gait. 

When he was out of sight down the slope, she 
moved cautiously to the next clump of shadow. 
Finally she worked her way across to where she 
could look down into the cove. Pausing there she 
distinctly heard the rhythmic sound of oars in muf- 
fled oarlocks. She wondered how Pete had been 
summoned to this meeting, for the storm had blown 
down all telephone wires, leaving them no outside 
contact. 

If she could only get close enough to hear what 
passed between Pete and the boatman, she might 
have an answer to the mystery that had puzzled her 
ever since her arrival. 

The movement of oars stopped, and Pete’s uneven 
steps no longer crunched on the path. But for an 
occasional shiver of wind through the trees, silence 
filled the cove. Then she heard Pete’s voice, low, 
but quite distinct in the stillness. 

“I was afeared you wasn't gonner make it.” 

“We knew water would be too high to get into 
the upper cove, but we couldn't keep the stuff no 
longer—had to take a chance tonight.” 

“I figgered you would.” 

“Everything setting pretty?” inquired a second 
voice from the boat. 

“Boss got company, but they're all playin’ cards, 
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except the young redhead, and she’s gone to bed,” 
Pete reported. 

Sylvia’s heart pounded so loud she was afraid 
they might hear it. So her movements had been 
watched that closely. 

There followed a low-voiced exchange that she 
could not catch, for a gusty swish of wind rattled 
the leaves overhead. Then she was aware that the 
boat was moving offshore again. 

“See you later for the pay-off,” she heard one of 
the men say at parting. 

Sylvia hugged the shadows as Pete turned back 
up the path. She almost held her breath as he passed 
fairly close to her. Where the moonlight flecked the 
path with light, she saw he now carried a suitcase. 
By the way his shoulder leaned to the burden, she 
knew it was a heavy one. What was in it, she won- 
dered? 


CHAPTER TEN 
A BARGAIN 


After Pete returned to the house Sylvia stood 
longer than she realized, staring down on the moon- 
lit cove. Should she tell the Steiners what had hap- 
pened? Perhaps the two derelict men were really 
the cause of the mysterious doings here. Pete had 
spoken of all the occupants of the house being 
engaged during his rendezvous at the cove, leaving 
him free to carry out some secret plan. Did that suit- 
case contain goods smuggled from the Canadian 
border, or something else just as illegal? 

Sylvia finally left the cove and went thoughtfully 
back through the brush. Never had she felt in such 
a state of puzzlement and indecision. She speculated 
about talking the whole affair over with Beth, but 
hated to upset her cousin when she was so badly in 
need of rest and peace of mind in order to complete 
her schoolwork. ; 

She could not feel that Helena Steiner was in any 
way involved in the strong undercurrent here at 
Crow’s Nest, but she certainly could not think the 
same of Carlos. The sunken, walled yard surround- 
ing his studie, the barbed-wire fence, the vicious 
dogs, and the two ever-watchful menservants all 
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combined to indicate that he was the motive power 
in whatever was going on. 

Yet even as she reached that conclusion, she felt 
doubtful of it. Hadn’t Pete mentioned the fact that 
the boss was occupied with guests, leaving him 
free to his own unlawful devices? What a relief it 
would be to talk the whole affair over with someone, 
but Hal was gone, and he was the only one she felt 
she could confide in. 

A few minutes later she quietly entered the front 
door. She was hurrying toward the stairs when she 
‘heard someone coming from the back hall. She 
could not hide her consternation when she saw Pete, 
himself, in a spotless white coat, going toward the 
living room with a tray of cold drinks. Was it pos- 
sible he could have returned so quickly, changed 
his coat and prepared that tray before she reached 
the house? 

His face was inscrutable when he paused to say, 
“If you are joining them in the living room, Miss, 
Ill go back for another glass.” 

“Oh no, thanks, don’t bother. I was just going up!” 

The minute she spoke she knew she had said the 
wrong thing. He evidently thought she had just 
come downstairs. His glance flashed to her muddy 
shoes. He might not have noticed had she not 
spoken so thoughtlessly. Her mind was in a turmoil 
as she turned and hurried up the stairs. Pete was 
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the kind of man one never liked to meet alone. She 
knew he hadn’t forgotten her discovery of the stone 
wall with the barbed-wire above it. Would he think 
now because her shoes were muddy that she had 
spied upon his meeting in the cove? 

Upstairs in their bathroom she removed all evi- 
dence of mud from her shoes, and got ready for bed. 
She was still awake when Beth came up an hour 
later. Sylvia pretended to be asleep for fear she 
might betray something that was on her mind. Beth 
was obviously very much interested in Wyman 
Middlecoff and Sylvia had no intention of doing 
anything to spoil that friendship, at least until she 
had more evidence that there was really something 
crooked at Crow’s Nest. 

She saw no more of Carlos Steiner, for they had 
to get up at six o'clock the next morning so that 
Beth could make a ten-thirty class. Helena, still the 
perfect hostess, ate breakfast with them and saw 
them off. Sylvia thought she looked worried and a 
little nervous, but it might be from lack of sleep. 

“Tm going to start work today on those drama- 
tizations I promised you,” she said as she followed 
the girls to the front door. 

“You're a dear to go to so much trouble,” said 
Sylvia gratefully. “But it really seems about my only 
chance to win the attention of the big dogs.” 

Helena laughed. “Oh, I'm sure it’s not so bad as 
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that. Remember you've been here only a few weeks. 
Sometimes artists have to knock on doors for years 
before they finally open.” 

“Tm afraid Sylvia had an idea she was going to 
take the radio world by storm, but I guess it isn’t 
done that way,” put in Beth. She stretched out her. 
hand to Helena’s, and added, “I can’t tell you how 
much I’ve enjoyed being here.” 

“It’s been a real pleasure to have you both.” 

“I feel all pepped up now for my last stretch of 
work.” 

By this time they were in the front hall, and Sylvia 
noticed there were four bags waiting by the door, 
instead of three. 

“Is someone else going back with us?” she asked. 

“No. Why?” asked Helena. 

“Four bags. I thought Hal took his with him yes- 
terday.” 

Sylvia thought Helena looked annoyed, but it was 
Wyman who explained, “Im taking back some 
extra things. Sis always keeps my summer suits 
packed away up here. I'll surely need them in the 
blistering weather ahead.” 

Sylvia tried to accept the explanation at its face 
value, and might not have thought of it again, but 
for her remembrance. of the suitcase Pete had 
brought up from the cove last night. At that very 
moment Pete himself came down the hall. He tucked 
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their two light bags under his arms, then bending 
his knees, picked up. the larger bags and stalked 
toward the boat landing. She noticed that the extra 
suitcase seemed to weigh him down on that side. 

She found it impossible to dismiss from her mind 
all the strange things that had happened during her 
visit to Crow’s Nest. Wyman offered her the wheel 
again, but she was too restless to sit long in one 
spot. Once when she wandered into the cabin for 
a drink from the large thermos, she paused and 
stood looking at the large suitcase. Wyman’s extra 
bag was securely locked, though the latch flapped 
loose on the other one. She glanced outside and 
saw that Beth and Wyman were absorbed in con- 
versation. Cautiously she touched the large bag 
handle and found it very heavy. Surely summer 
suits would not weigh so much. 

If this suitcase was the same one the boatmen 
had brought into the cove last night, it seemed evi- 
dent that Wyman, too, was an accomplice in the 
secret dealings. The thought actually turned her 
sick, for she liked Wyman. Though she felt he had 
no great depth of character, his winning per- 
sonality and gay nature hid that fact from most. 
Had Wyman come up for this very purpose? If so, 
why had he invited them? 

When she went outside again, Beth and Wyman 
were engaged in animated discussion of some of 
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their instructors. Suddenly Beth became aware of 
her cousin’s silence and strolled to her side. 

“What’s wrong, Syl?” she asked. “You look as 
though you've lost your last friend.” 

“Nothing so bad as that.” 

“You mustn’t be too hopeless about your radio 
prospects.” 

“Tm not! I'm no quitter!” 

“Of course, youre not. Wyman and I were talk- 
ing about you just now. Since Helena’s taking a 
real interest in your career something just has to 
happen.” 

“Helena has a way of getting whatever she sets 
her head on,” Wyman assured her. 

“But you hate to win out with somebody prodding 
you over the goal line,” Sylvia told them a little 
bitterly. 

“In the goal you're after, girl, you'll need all the 
wirepulling you can get.” 

“Why can’t a person get somewhere on her own 
ability? If I was good enough for the things I did 
back home, it seems at least I ought to be good 
enough for minor roles here.” 

“Youll make it in time,” Wyman assured her. 

Their talk helped get Sylvia’s mind off Crow’s 
Nest. After all, she told herself with a shrug, it was 
none of her affair. She tried then to give herself up 
to enjoyment of the ride, knowing that sweltering 
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days were ahead. 

However, her attempts to forget the mysterious 
incidents of her vacation were brief. At ten o'clock 
they left the Yacht Club in the city. Beth took a 
taxi to the university in hopes of making her ten- 
thirty class, while Wyman and Sylvia caught an- 
other taxi down the boulevard. Sylvia thought there 
was a tense expression in his face when he indicated 
to the driver that he would get out at the next 
corner. When the car stopped he instructed the 
driver to take Sylvia on to her apartment house. 

“Thanks again for everything,” Sylvia said, when 
he was on the curb and the driver handed out his 
bags. 

" “You got a load there, young feller,” the driver 
remarked in an attempt to be pleasant after the gen- 
erous tip Wyman had given him. 

But Wyman scarcely heard as he glanced with 
an uneasy expression up and down the street. Sylvia 
looked back as the taxi pulled away, but Wyman 
was soon swallowed up in the throng. Where was 
he going, and why had he not gone straight to his 
sister's apartment? 

With an effort of will she tried to put the whole 
affair out of her mind when she was back in their 
apartment. Her thoughts turned to Hal, wondering 
what the X-ray had revealed about his hand. In 
half an hour she had donned her smartest street 
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dress and a little wisp of a hat, and was on her way 
to the recording studio. She hoped he would have 
a few'free minutes so she could tell him what had’ 
happened at Crow’s Nest since his departure. 

Her pulse beat a little faster as she hurried from 
the elevator on the ninth floor of the Craig Building. 
It was evidently a sort of music studio, for she could 
hear voices singing behind closed doors, the high 
notes of violins, and someone running scales on a 
piano. 

She hesitated a moment outside of room nine- 
fourteen where she saw the name Harold Graham, 
Electrical Transcription. Timidly she knocked. 
Above the notes of pianos and voices in the other 
studios she could hear the slow click of a typewriter. 
She knocked again, and when there was no reply, 
she opened the door a little way and looked in. Hal 
sat with his back to the door, pecking at the type- 
writer with one hand, while the other was in a sling. 

“May I come in?” she asked softly. 

He turned at the sound of her voice and smiled 
broadly. “Oh, Sylvia, do come in.” 

“I knocked but nobody heeded.” 

“Nobody ever knocks here, and there was nobody 
to heed but me.” 

“Oh. I thought you had a stenographer.” 

“I did until this morning. She got a better paying 
job. I couldn't blame her.” 
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“That you're a first-class nurse,” he told her. “It 
was set perfectly. The doctor only put on a little 
better bandage and gave me a sling.” 

“Tm so relieved!” 

She glanced from his face to the sheet in the 
machine, where a letter had been started. “You 
poor dear,” she said, “you can’t write that letter 
with one hand.” 

She took off her gloves, threw her purse on the 
nearby table and sat down at the typewriter. “I'm 
not very good at shorthand,” she confessed, “but 
if you dictate slowly enough I can write directly on 
the machine.” 

“Oh, don’t bother,” he said. “Let’s talk while we 
have a chance.” 

“There'll be plenty of chance to talk,” she told 
him. “I'm going to stay here till you get somebody 
better to help you.” 

“Oh, no,” he flared. “You're just doing it because 
you're sorry for me. I'll manage.” . 

“Harold Graham, aren't you ashamed to talk to 
me like that the very first time I come into your 
studio?” She turned back to the typewriter with a 
very militant manner. “All right, young man, what 
were you going to say in this letter?” 

He remained stubbornly silent, staring toward 
the window opening on the court. From a studio 
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above somebody trilled a passage from Carmen, 
broke on a high note and tried again. She caught 
his right hand and made him look at her. She smiled 
coaxingly and said softly, “Hal, I think you and I 
are like that. We won't admit failure. We'll keep on 
trying to reach the highest note till we make it.” 

“Youll never succeed if you sidetrack to de 
stenographic work for someone who can’t pay you 
a decent salary,” he said bitterly. “I told Anna when 
she started in here I didn’t expect her to stay on if 
she could get a better job. I just can’t afford to pay 
what anyone is worth.” 

“I don’t care what you pay;” retorted Sylvia. She 
‘glanced at him archly. “Maybe I have my own self- 
ish reasons for wanting to help out here.” 

“What do you mean? You're only doing it because 
youre sorry forme.” * 

“Yeah! Well you thought wrong that time. You 
told me once that radio people often come in here. 
Who knows but I may make some contact here that 
will lead to something important?” 

His face brightened. “Oh, Sylvia, if it would help 
you in any way Id be thrilled to have you.” 

“Then it’s a bargain!” she exclaimed, and shook 
his right hand warmly. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 
PURSE SNATCHER 


With a few minor adjustments, Sylvia slipped 
naturally into the work in Hal’s studio. Hal was so 
grateful for her help in this emergency that she felt 
almost guilty. 

“If you'd only stop to think, boy,” she told him 
one day, “it means as much to me as it does to you. 
Why I'm learning things I never dreamed of about 
radio in a big town.” 

Hal smiled quizzically. “I'm glad you feel you're 
getting something out of it. Of course, there’s been 
nothing especially interesting so far, but tomorrow 
were going to begin on something right up your 
alley.” 

“Really! What's that?” Sylvia was perched on the 
corner of the desk while Hal dug into his filing case. 

“A friend of mine—and by the way she’s from the 
South, too, has written a corking Christmas serial 
for youngsters. She’s asked if I would do a sample 
record to help her place it with some agency.” 

“Oh Hal, then ‘youre going into real dramatic 
transcription work—not just records for singers and 
speakers?” 

He looked dubious. “This is my first venture into 
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anything like this—and honestly I don’t believe I 
would have attempted it if you hadn’t turned up.” 

“Then I'm awfully glad I forced myself into this 
job,” she said, a twinkle in her eyes that looked blue 
today above the blue blouse she wore. 

“You didn’t do any such thing,” he denied. “T 
hadn’t dared wish I could be lucky enough to have 
you work with me.” 

“Oh well, we won't argue about that now. Let's 
hear about the script.” 

“I feel terribly responsible about it. I wouldn't 
have the nerve to make my first venture on such a 
gem of a script, but she claims she knows no one 
else to help her put it over. She’s so far from the 
market, and this seems the best way to get a 
hearing.” 

Sylvia's heart began to beat a little faster. Was he 
going to offer her a part in the dramatization? He 
answered her mental question as he continued. 

“I wish there was a part here suitable for you, but 
we need only a Santa Claus and a small boy and 
girl.” Hal was glancing through the script as he 
talked. “Oh, we do need a soprano for a lullaby. Do 
you sing?” 

“Some, of course. I’ve had a few voice lessons. 
But I couldn’t compete with the wonderful voices 
that are on radio these days.” 

“Oh, this doesn’t have to be a lyric soprano or 
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anything like that—just a sweet, soft voice. You'd 
be a fairy singing the children to sleep.” 

“Let me see the script,” said Sylvia. 

She took the manuscript and glanced over the 
lines leading up to the song, her hopes beating high. 
To get a hearing even as a singer in a minor part 
would be better than no hearing at all. She was so 
pleased with the little story that she read on and on. 
She was surprised to find this thing, intended for 
small children, so gay and bright and interesting. 
The author must have put her very self into it. Cer- 
tainly it deserved the best that could be obtained 
at the production end. 

She handed the manuscript back to Hal and shook 
her head. “No, my voice isn’t good enough for that,” 
she said firmly. “You must get a sweet, appealing 
singer—a professional. And all the characters must 
be the best.” 

“That's the way I feel about it, Sylvia. But how: 
about trying the singing part? We could get some- 
one else later if you really feel you couldn't.” 

Sylvia remained firm. “Td be thrilled to help if 
there was a part that suited me. But this script de- 
serves everything first-class. Maybe I can help with 
production—I do know something about that.” 

“Sure. I'm counting on you. Ill have to have 
help.” 

During the days that followed Sylvia found her 
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work very interesting indeed. First she and Hal 
went over the entire serial and selected the episode 
which they felt would make the greatest appeal to 
the advertiser. Then Hal went over it carefully 
again, making such changes as were necessary to 
adapt it to production needs. Sylvia typed a half 
dozen copies of the revised episode, and they were 
mailed out to the people who had agreed to try 
out for it. 

In the meantime Hal had been giving her instruc- 
tions in how to handle the records during produc- 
tion, and to operate the machinery for their routine 
appointments with speakers and singers. Those days 
proved to be illuminating to Sylvia. She was amazed 
that some who came in could think their singing 
voices good enough to earn them jobs on the air. 
Sometimes she had to battle with herself to keep 
from laughing. She was amazed at how tactfully 
Hal handled these people without being dishonest. 

One morning after an unusually harsh soprano 
had had her screeching recorded in wax and left, 
Sylvia looked at Hal in amazement and said, “How 
in the world could she think anyone would want to 
listen to that?” 

“It really is amazing—their conceit,” he admitted. 
“I'm beginning to think we human beings are no 
judges at all of our own abilities.” 

“Maybe I'm just as punk and don’t know it,” Syl- 
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via said dubiously. 

“Don't take things personally,” he retorted. “Re- 
member you haven’t even had a chance yet to show 
what you can do. Just wait till you get a break.” 

“At least my experience here has made me under- 
stand one thing.” 

“What's that?” 

“Why the agencies and broadcasting companies 
have to be so hard-boiled about. applicants for jobs.” 

“They really have to be. Every proud mamma 
whose youngster can recite Humpty-Dumpty thinks 
he ought to delight a nation-wide audience with it.” 

At last everything was arranged for the first re- 
hearsal of the Christmas show. Hal had secured the 
best talent and for an hour Jake Bonner, as Santa 
Claus, worked with little Dannie Khars and Nancy 
Blake on the production. At eleven an announcer 
from one of the broadcasting companies arrived, 
also a sound man, a pianist and the soprano Hal had 
chosen. 

Sylvia had never dreamed it took so much effort 
and co-operation to put one fifteen-minute episode 
into transcription. Hal sat at the recording machine, 
while she held the stop watch and helped with the 
directing. Even after all their careful checking, the 
first record proved to be a minute too long. 

When Hal played the record back, every per- 
former listened critically for flaws. There were many 
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suggestions for improvements. A number of lines 
were cut out of the announcer’s speech, and several 
other speeches were shortened to bring the drama- 
tization within the proper time limit. With the stop 
watch in her hand, Sylvia helped Hal put them 
through another rehearsal before they made the 
second record. This time there was no criticism 
when the performers listened to their work. 

Tired but satisfied, they prepared to leave, after 
Hal had assured them he would call them back for 
complete production if they had any luck with the 
sample. ; 

When the door closed on the last one, Hal glanced 
at Sylvia and said, “I'm starved.” 

Sylvia looked at her watch. It was two o'clock 
and she hadn’t even thought of food. 

“I wouldn't mind a bite myself,” she admitted. 

“Let's go out together for a change and cele- 
brate,” he suggested. “Nobody's due for over an 
hour yet.” 

“It does merit a celebration. What a satisfaction 
it is to be able to hear what you've done afterward 
and know it’s good.” 

“We'd better fix up the record and mail it right 
out to have the pressings made,” he said. “We'll 
send it off as we go to lunch.” 

As Sylvia prepared the package, she thought 
about the recording of her own voice, which they 
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had discussed at Crow's Nest. However, she had 
heard nothing from Helena Steiner since their re- 
turn, and she wondered if her offer to write the 
dramatization was but an idle promise. 

She and Hal didn’t have time to go far for their cele- 
bration, but had to be satisfied with a lunch counter 
a half block from their building. They really didn’t 
care where they ate. The fun was in eating together. 
Perched on stools, they ordered sandwiches and 
hot coffee and blueberry pie. They were a gay pair, 

glorying over their small triumph, and building air 
castles of the time when Hal would be a producer 
in a really big way. 

“I count myself very lucky,” he said, “to get hold 
of such a grand script for my first attempt.” 

Sylvia made no reply, for she had noticed some- 
thing in the long mirror running behind the counter. 
Could that possibly be Pete from Crow's Nest, 
hoisting himself onto a stool at the counter behind 
her? Though he looked so different in that gray 
business suit, she thought she recognized the hard- 
bitten countenance of the man who had held the 
secret meeting in the cove. How strange that he 
should turn up here where she and Hal ate lunch 
almost every day! 

She pressed her shoulder closer to Hal’s, and said 
in a low tone, “Don't look now, but I think Pete 
from Crow’s Nest is behind us.” 
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“What's he doing here?” 

She had told him all that had happened after he 
left the lake cottage, but Hal had no better answer 
for the puzzle than she. Strange how such experi- 
ences could seem so much less significant when far 
from the scenes and people who were part of them. 
After all, the Steiners were nothing to Sylvia, and 
the new work she was engaged in meant everything, 
so the mystery had been pushed into the back- 
ground. 

Sylvia finished her pie in a hurry, and said nerv- 
ously, “Let’s beat it.” The sight of Pete had brought 
back all the old uneasiness that had dogged her 
during their stay at Crow’s Nest. 

At the door, like Lot’s wife, she had an uncon- 
trollable desire to look back. Though she was not 
turned to a pillar of salt she promptly regretted 
yielding to the impulse, for she found the man in 
the gray suit staring after her. He made no sign, 
however, of recognition. No doubt he hoped she 
didn’t recognize him, and so made no acknowledge- 
ment. 

The incident annoyed Sylvia after she was back 
at work in the studio. Hal had some outside contacts 
to make, and she resumed the work of retyping the 
serial with Hal’s revisions. She was busy at the 
machine when the phone rang. To her surprise she 
heard Helena Steiner’s voice over the wire. 
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“Oh, so you're back!” exclaimed Sylvia, pleased 
in spite of her determination to put the Steiners out 
of her mind. “But how did you locate me here?” 

“Wyman knew through Beth. He told me when 
I got back yesterday.” 

“Did Pete bring you by boat?” Sylvia asked. 

“Pete? No. I came by train.” 

Sylvia thought there was a bit of irritation in 
Helena’s tone. But she persisted nevertheless. “I saw 
him down the street just now, so thought he must 
have brought you.” 

“You must be mistaken, my dear. I left Pete at 
Crow’s Nest. In fact Carlos was going to get him 
to take him on a little excursion up the lake today.” 

“He must have changed his plans,” Sylvia per- 
sisted. “It was certainly Pete I saw in a lunchroom 
not far from here. I don’t think he recognized me, 
for he didn’t speak.” 

“It couldn't have been our man,” said Helena 
emphatically. “Pete's a most humble sort—nothing 
uppity about him.” She paused a moment, then con- 
tinued as if that subject were closed, “But I called 
you, my dear, to tell you I have your script ready.” 

“Oh how wonderful! Thanks a million. I'm crazy 
to see it.” 

“Could you stop by after work?” 

“TIl have to make it tomorrow. I'm going to help 
Hal with an evening appointment here. I'm afraid 
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I can’t get away until nearly ten o'clock.” 

Sylvia went to their apartment at five for a bit 
of rest and a hearty meal with Beth. Her cousin had 
been very busy, too, since their return from Crow’s 
Nest, and she was going out tonight with two other 
students to give an aptitude test at a rehabilitation 
center on the South Side. 

“You'd better take the key, Syl,” she said. “It may 
be eleven o'clock before I get back.” 

The girls had asked for another key, but the jan- 
itor had delayed getting it for them. So far they 
had adjusted their movements without any incon- 
venience about the matter. When Sylvia reached the 
studio, she found Hal had two appointments instead 
of one. They worked until after ten, and he was 
about to finish with the second customer when 
something went wrong with the recording machine. 

“Gosh, what luck,” he groaned, when he saw what 
had to be done, “and we have an early appointment 
tomorrow.” 

“Will it take long to fix it?” 

He shook his head. “I could do it myself if I had 
the use of both hands. But I'll call Ned Turner. He’s 
helped me out before.” 

“I wish I could help, Hal, but I don’t know an 
earthly thing about electrical do-dads.” 

“Oh, I'll get it fixed,” he said, and went to the 
phone. 
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Ned Turner promised to be at the studio in half 
an hour. 

Sylvia glanced at her watch. “It’s almost ten- 
thirty. Guess I'd better trot along.” 

“Not by yourself at this hour.” 

She laughed. “I'm not afraid. Beth may come 
home and not be able to get in. I thought Id surely 
be home first so brought our only key.” 

“If you must go now, I'll call a taxi,” he said arid 
picked up the phone again. ; 

“Don't bother. I can take a bus. Taxis are too rich 
for my blood, even if Dad did send me a check 
today.” 7 

“This is on the business,” he assured her, and 
dialed the nearest taxi station. 

Sylvia thought he was being too cautious, but 
she had to yield to his insistence. Twenty minutes 
later the taxi stopped at her own curb. The driver 
switched on the car light while he found change 
for the five dollar bill Sylvia handed him. Hal had 
cashed the check her father had sent, but she had 
neglected to get small change for taxi fare. 

The moment she was on the sidewalk the taxi 
roared away. She was suddenly confused by unex- 
pected darkness and realized that the light on the 
post in front of the building was out. She was only 
half way across the sidewalk when she found her- 
self almost running into someone who unexpectedly 


188 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


appeared out of the shadows. 

She darted to one side, but was not fast enough 
to escape the hand that struck out and seized her 
purse. Instinctively she dodged and screamed. She 
scarcely knew what she did next, but she thought 
there was a glint of steel in the darkness. Her body 
swung to one side, and she leaped across the side- 
walk toward the apartment-house entrance. Some- 
where down the street there came a policeman’s 
shrill whistle. The purse snatcher vanished as people 
suddenly loomed up from several directions. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
INDECISION 


Afterwards Sylvia could never recall clearly just 
what happened. When she screamed, people seemed. 
to appear from several directions. A man rushed to 
help her to her feet. She must have stumbled or 
fallen to the sidewalk in her frenzy to evade that 
flashing steel. 

“What happened, lady?” 

A policeman suddenly appeared among those who 
rushed up. 

“My purse. It was snatched. He went that way!” 
exclaimed Sylvia, pointing toward the alley north 
of the apartment house. 

Another officer roared up on a motorcycle. The 
first one, just turning into the alley called back, “See 
if the dame’s hurt. I'll be after the bloke.” 

“T don’t think I'm hurt,” Sylvia said in confusion 
when the second officer came nearer. 

“None o’ his fault if you ain't,” stated the burly 
officer. He strode to the entrance to the apartment 
house and jerked a vicious-looking dagger from 
where it had stuck in the doorframe. 

“How did you escape that?” he asked, ‘stepping 
into the rectangle of light from the doorway and 
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displaying the weapon. 

Sylvia stared in horror at the vicious-looking blade 
that had evidently been meant for her heart. The 
whole thing seemed incredible and unreal. It was 
hard to believe this had happened to her. Purse 
snatching was something you read about in the 
papers, but never thought would happen to you. 
That was bad enough, but who would want to kill 
her, and why? 

“I—I must have ducked instinctively when he 

‘snatched my purse.” 

Another motorcycle roared up, and the officer 
holding the dagger sent him off down the alley to 
help the first man in the search. By that time a 
crowd was curiously pushing closer, and Sylvia 
shrank toward the apartment-house entrance. 

“You live here?” asked the officer. 

“Yes. I was late coming home from work—had just 
cashed a check. It was all in my purse—our apart- 
ment key, my fountain pen. Oh, lots of things.” 

They were standing now in the patch of light 
from the doorway, while the officer looked belliger- 
ently at the blade in his hand. 

“Did he throw this at cher ‘fore he snatched the 
purse?” he asked. 

Sylvia could not explain for the life of her how 
things had happened, but she answered, “I’m not 
sure. I was so confused. It never seemed so dark 
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on this sidewalk.” 

“No wonder. Street light’s out,” said the officer, 
glancing at the dark lamppost directly in front of 
the building. 

“As soon as I got out of the taxi someone seemed 
to be coming toward me. I was sort of blinded by 
the unexpected darkness.” 

“I shouldn’t wonder but that light was deliber- 
ately broke.” . 

“But I caught a glint of steel and ducked, or fell— 
but I guess he already had my purse.” 

“You didn’t hear that blade strike the doorframe?” 

“I guess I was yelling too loud to hear anything.” 

“She sure did yell,” someone in the crowd said. 

“Stand back,” roared the officer. Then taking 
Sylvia by the elbow he escorted her into the hall of 
the apartment house. 

“Lady, looks to me like that purse snatcher didn’t 
just want cher money, but cher life.” 

Sylvia’s heart seemed to stop beating a moment, 
then she burst forth, “But why would anybody want 
to kill me? I haven’t an enemy in the world that I 
know of.” : 

“Maybe they thought cher wus somebody else.” 

At that moment Beth came dashing in. 

“Oh, Syl, darling, what happened?” she cried. 
“They told me somebody had been attacked.” 

“If she’s yer sister, young miss, youd better be 
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mighty glad she’s alive,” said the officer. 

Beth looked from one to the other, then at the 
dagger in the cop’s hand. Suddenly Sylvia lost all 
control and found herself sobbing against Beth's 
shoulder. 

“What happened?” Beth burst forth impatiently. 

Sylvia finally gave her a disjointed account of 
what. had happened. 

“Well, that settles it,” said Beth firmly. “There'll 
be no more night work after this unless Hal can see 
you to the door.” 

“But it’s all so absurd. Why would anybody want 
to murder me—practically a stranger here?” 

“You never can tell why these gangsters hit where 
they do, lady. But just dry them tears and go up to 
yer apartment with yer sister. We'll catch that snatch 
thief if he’s to be caught.” 

“But we have no key. Our only key was in my 
purse.” 

“The janitor will let us in,” Beth assured her. 
“But he should have gotten that extra key long ago.” 

“Td advise yer to have another lock put on, lady,” 
suggested the officer, “just in case we don’t git the 
purse back with the key i in it.” 

“You bet we will,” Beth assured him. “I hadn't 
had time to realize the thief might walk into our 
apartment on us.” 

The kindly policeman waited around until the 
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janitor was summoned to let them into their apart- 
ment. He saw them to their very door, then made 
the janitor promise to have a locksmith out the first 
thing the next morning to change the lock. 

Once inside, the girls pushed a chest of drawers 
firmly against the door. Only then did they feel 
secure. , , 

“I'm going to give you some hot milk to steady 
your nerves,” said Beth, going to the kitchen. 

When Sylvia had drunk the milk, Beth said, “Now 
I want to hear everything that happened since we 
parted.” 

“It can't be explained away that easily,” said 
Sylvia ruefully. 

“It seems as though the thief would have been 
satisfied after snatching your purse without trying 
to murder you,” Beth said unhappily. “I’m afraid 
Aunt Emma and Unk would order you home right 
away if they knew about this.” 

“They mustn't know! You won't tell them, will 
you, Beth?” 

“It'll be in the papers. The policeman took your 
name and address.” 

“But they don’t take any Chicago papers down 
home. Maybe they won't hear anything about it. 
Oh, Beth, I couldn't bear to have to go back home 
now—just when I’m beginning to get into the swing 


of things.” 
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“Do you really feel as though you re getting some- 
where in Hal’s office?” 

“Oh, yes. And Helena Steiner phoned me today 
to tell me she had finished that dramatization she 
was doing for me.” Sylvia broke off suddenly, a look 
of consternation on her face. “Gosh, I hadn't stopped 
to realize fully what the loss of my purse means. 
I had all the money Dad sent me for the next 
month in it.” 

“How awful!” exclaimed Beth. “You got the check 
cashed today?” 

Sylvia nodded, tears swimming in her eyes. 

“Maybe somebody at the bank saw you putting 
the money in your purse and laid in wait to get it 
after dark.” 

“But I didn’t go to the bank myself. Hal cashed 
it for me when he went out early this morning. Even 
if I had cashed it at a bank myself how could the 
snatch thief know I lived at this apartment house?” 

“That's so,” admitted Beth, more puzzled than 

ever. : 
“Tm just out of luck now. I can’t have the records 
made from the script Helena wrote for me. It'll take 
every penny I earn at Hal's for food and my share 
of the room rent. I'll even have to cut out my 
lessons with Miss Eileen.” 

“Gosh, Syl, that’s tough! I'd help you out if I 
wasn't trying to save every penny for a vacation 
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back home.” 

“Oh, you've got to have that vacation! Maybe 
Dad will come across with a little extra if I can 
think up some good excuse to ask for it, without 
letting him know what's really happened. But right 
now my head feels so woozy I can’t even think.” 

“You'd better go to bed and try to sleep it off,” 
Beth advised. “The hot milk ought to make you 
sleepy.” 

When the apartment was dark and both girls in 
bed, Sylvia found sleep far from her. Her nerves 
were jumpy, her mind in turmoil. She heard the big 
clock in the tower a half dozen blocks away strike 
twelve, then one, and two. The great city’s roar 
dimmed to a drone that reminded her of the distant 
surf which she could hear back home on still nights. 

In thinking over the varied events of the day, a 
sharp memory pierced her mind—Pete looking after 
her furtively as she and Hal left the lunch counter. 
She had assured the policeman that she had no 
enemies, yet she knew this man would be an enemy 
if he suspected she had seen his meeting in the cove 
that night. She had tried not to think too much 
about what had happened at Crow’s Nest, but now 
suddenly she realized that Pete might naturally sus- 
pect she had seen him, after noticing the mud on 
her shoes when they met in the hall. There had cer- 
tainly been nothing to prevent his going out next 
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morning to look for her footprints on the bluff. 

As much as she hated to distress Hal by what had 
happened, she decided to talk the whole matter over 
with him in the morning. Perhaps she ought to tell 
Beth everything, too, but again she hesitated to dis- 
turb her cousin when the strain of these last weeks 
at the university was taking so much of her vitality. 

It was almost noon the following day before she 
and Hal had any time alone. But Sylvia promptly 
seized her opportunity to tell him of her narrow 
escape. After a few hours’ sleep she found she could 
take the whole matter a little less seriously. 

She actually could laugh a little as she added, 
“The police assured me they would recover my 
purse, but as poor Miss Eileen said about her silver, 
I have kissed my purse good-bye.” . 

Hal looked very serious. “You won't be ruined 
by losing your purse. But suppose that knife had 
struck you?” - 

“It doesn’t make me particularly comfortable to 
think about it,” she admitted. Then she added in a 
low tone, “Hal, you know I've been wondering 
about Pete.” 

“Gosh, yes. I'd forgotten about him. He could 
have been in the lunchroom yesterday.” 

“He looks like the kind of person who wouldn't 
hesitate to erase me if he knew I saw him that night 
in the cove—if he was really up to some skul- 
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duggery.” 
“He may have suspected that we found the un- 


derground passage, too.” 

“We couldn't have left any footprints there with 
that deluge. And the inside of the cavern was too 
rocky for footprints.” 

“I even put the burned match stems in my 
pocket.” He recalled that bit of caution with sat- 
isfaction. 

Hal paced the length of the studio and suddenly 
stopped with an air of decision in front of Sylvia. 
“Come on. We're going to Headquarters and tell 
them everything we know.” 

“Oh no, we can’t do that!” 

“Why not?” 

“It would involve the Steiners. Helena has been 
so wonderful to me, and Wyman is Beth’s best 
friend.” 

“What if they are involved? If you ask me the 
whole lot of them are questionable. You know that, 
after the queer things we saw at Crow’s Nest.” 

“Helena assured me it wasn’t Pete we saw in the 
lunch room yesterday.” 

He wheeled. “When did you talk to her?” 

“She phoned yesterday to say my script was 
ready. I asked if Pete brought her and she said no, 
that he was going to take Mr. Steiner on a trip up 
the lake today—or yesterday.” 
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“Of course there is a possibility we may be mis- 
taken,” Hal conceded. “We didn’t see him walking 
to identify him by that peg leg. Did the man who 
attacked you limp?” 

“I was too scared to notice,” she admitted. “I saw 
the glint of that dagger, but I didn’t even know he 
had hurled it at me till the policeman found it 
sticking in the doorframe.” 

“It's a miracle you weren't killed!” 

“I must have screamed something awful, for peo- 
ple appeared from several directions.” 

“I still think we ought to go to the authorities 
with all we know,” he persisted. 

“Don’t yet, Hal. Let’s wait—” 

“Wait until they waylay you and really get you 
next time?” he burst forth. “Sylvia, I love you! I'm 
not going to stand by and have you murdered some- 
time going home from the studio.” 

“Oh, I won't go home alone any more at night,” 
she assured him, and thought joyously, “He says he 
loves me, but hardly knows he said it.” 

“How can those officers recover your purse if you 
don’t co-operate by giving the clues we have?” 

“Hal, I just can’t get the Steiners involved in this. 
Pete may really be somewhere up the lake with Mr. 
Steiner. Helena asked me to come over and get the 
script today. I—I just couldn't face her if I had just 
been to the police telling about the queer things 
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I saw on a visit to her place.” 

“Who cares what the Steiners think! Do be sensi- 
ble, Sylvia. Don’t you realize your life is in danger?” 

“Oh, it may not be as bad as that.” 

“You're just being stubborn.” 

“But Hal, can’t you see how awkward the situa- 
tion is for me? I—I just can’t return such hospitality 
as the Steiners offered us by becoming a spy and 
reporting them.” 

“Of course it’s your affair,” Hal said with an air 
of futility. “I think you're wrong, but I can’t force 
you to do what you won't. I'm afraid you're letting 
ambition blind you to common sense.” 

He snatched up his brief case and said shortly, 
“I'm going to the Merchandise Mart to see Terry 
Jones. ll get Junch while I'm out and try to be 
back in an hour.” 

When he had gone Sylvia stood a long time at the 
window, looking out on the court into which poured 
discordant notes of half-trained voices, off-pitch 
violins, and thundering chords from a couple of 
pianos. They seemed particularly discordant today. 
But they were certainly no more discordant than 
her own troubled thoughts. Was Hal right? Was she 
letting her desire to cling to Helena Steiner’s friend- 
ship and the advantages she could gain thereby in 
the radio world, warp her better judgment? 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
A STRANGE SUGGESTION 


With some trepidation Sylvia caught the bus for 
Helena Steiner’s apartment during her lunch hour. 
She had bought two papers that morning and found 
only small items on the inside pages about the purse 
snatching. She hoped none of her few acquaintances 
would see it. But she learned such was not the case. 

A maid ushered her into the luxurious apartment 
above the gift shop, and she found Helena sitting 
in an overstuffed chair by the window. The. light 
struck through the Venetian blinds upon her face, 
and Sylvia thought she looked troubled and almost 
old. 

“I saw in the paper what happened last night, 
my dear. I do hope you recover your purse,” Helena 
said, stretching out her hand to take Sylvia’s. 

“Sorry you saw about it. I hoped it wouldn’t get 
into the papers.” 

“Such things always do. People so enjoy the sen- 
sational. You must have been very much upset by 
such an experience.” 

“I was a long time getting to sleep,” Sylvia ad- 
mitted, “but it doesn’t seem quite so terrible this 
morning.” 
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“Tell me just how it happened.” 

Sylvia gave her a sketchy account, trying to make 
as light of it as possible. 

“I hope you didn’t lose much money.” 

“Unfortunately I had just cashed a check from 
Dad—my months allowance.” 

“Oh, my dear, Ym sorry.” 

“Tll manage,” Sylvia retorted. “You know I'm 
earning something now in Hal's studio. But I'll have 
to give up my lessons with Miss Eileen.” 

“Oh, no you mustn't do that!” 

“Having the record made, and into the hands of 
the agencies and broadcasting companies is more 
important just now.” 

“Oh very important. You must do that but—” 

“I couldn't ask Hal to credit me on the records. 
They’re rather expensive, and he’s running on such 
a narrow margin.” Sylvia was suddenly anxious to 
change the subject. She didn’t like talking about 
lack of money in the presence of one who had so 
much. She might take it as a hint for help, which 
was the very last thing in the world Sylvia wanted 
from her. She now hastened to say, “But do let me 
see the script.” | 

Helena reached to her desk for the manuscript. 
When Sylvia took it she said apologetically, “It’s 
only in longhand, with a good many corrections. 
I meant to get my sister’s stenographer to type it, 
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but she’s away on vacation.” 

“Oh, I can type it. I’ve been doing lots of typing 
since I've been with Hal.” 

“Do you type, tooP What else can you do, you 
smart girl?” 

“I took typing in high school, and I've done most 
of Dad’s business letters ever since.” 

She was impatient to have a look at the manu- 
script and sank back into the chair to glance over 
it. There was a part for a young girl very much in 
love; another for a wistful, sad woman who had lost 
her lover in the war. The third dramatization was 
gay, pert, full of humor, and the best of all. 

“Why Mrs. Steiner, you're a genius! You should 
have been a writer!” was Sylvia’s first enthusiastic 
comment. 

“I used to dream of that, and I might have -been 
had I not been drawn away by other interests.” 

There was an unusual, retrospective look in 
Helena’s eyes, but suddenly she seemed to shake 
herself out of the mood. 

“So you do like it?” she asked in pleased tone. 

“It's wonderful! I can really show the agencies a 
thing or two with this.” 

“So glad you're pleased, my dear.” 

“I can hardly wait to begin work on it. Tl get 
Hal to take the man’s part. He’s much better at this 
sort of thing than he'll admit.” 
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She Waited Impatiently for the Script 
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“It will seem smoother when you get all those 
interlined corrections typed in.” 

“That won't take any time.” 

“Are you very busy in Hal’s studio?” asked 
Helena. 

“At times. Then again time hangs on my hands. 
You see he’s really just getting sented 

“I wonder if you could do a little typing for me?” 
“Of course. I'd be glad to, even if I have to dc 
it after work hours. You've done so much for me.” 

“But I mean to pay you, of course.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t hear of it—after all the time and 
creative ability you’ve put into my dramatizations,” 
Sylvia exclaimed, waving the manuscript at her. 

“Then I can’t ask you to do it,” said Helena firmly. 
“I've been paying my sister's stenographer to type 
the Freidman scripts. Why shouldn’t I pay you?” + 

“Td like a chance to do something for you, after 
all you've done for me,” Sylvia said, flushing., 

“You're a wonderful girl, Sylvia,” said Helena. 
Then a wistful expression came into her eyes as she 
added, “I wish I had known more people like you 
in early life. Everything might have been quite dif- 
ferent now.” 

Sylvia glanced at her, surprised. Helena Steiner 
seemed to have absolutely everything anyone could 
want in a material way, and Sylvia had thought of 
her as being a very satisfied woman until this morn- 
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ing. What had happened? Why did she mention a 
life that might have been? 

Sylvia's pride asserted itself stubbornly now. “I 
don’t like to be on the receiving end all the time,” 
she persisted. 

“But this is purely a business proposition with me. 
I've always paid to have the scripts done, and Tm 
being paid by Friedman to write them.” 

“Naturally,” put in Sylvia. 

“It would really save me a lot of trouble if you 
would do the typing for me. Typists aren't so easy 
to get—and—and it would give us an opportunity to 
see more of each other.” 

Helena Steiner certainly had a way about her 
that was most appealing, for the last remark broke 
down Sylvia’s resistence. 

She flushed at the implied compliment and has- 
tened to say, “If you put it that way, Mrs. Steiner, 
I can’t refuse.” . 

A few minutes later Sylvia was being given in- 
structions about how Helena wanted the typing 
done. Her brief experience in Hal's studio proved 
profitable now. When she left the apartment she 
carried a folder full of manuscripts. 

She went out to get her lunch at a cafeteria this 
time. She felt rather depressed while she ate, in spite 
of the fact that the extra money earned by the 
typing would enable her to have the records made 
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at once, and also pay for a few more lessons with 
Miss Eileen. 

She was worried because the work would keep 
her in constant contact with the Steiners when every 
instinct warned her to steer clear of them. But 
Helena had shown a different aspect of herself 
today. Sylvia had caught a glimpse behind the 
proud show window Helena displayed to the world, 
and had discovered that all was not joy within. 

At five-thirty that afternoon she went to Miss 
Eileen’s to get help in perfecting the dramatizations. 
Again she found the DeHoff house upset and Miss 
Eileen actually in tears. 

“Our house has been entered again, my dear.” 

“Oh no!” exclaimed Sylvia. 

“TIl never feel safe here any more.” 

“What did they take this time?” 

“The rest of our silver which I had packed away 
in a chest upstairs.” 

“How awful! Last night seemed to be an unlucky 
time for both of us.” 

Miss Eileen stopped in her pacing to face Sylvia. 
“Why? What happened to you?” 

“It was in the morning paper.” 

“I've had no composure to look at the paper all 
day.” 

Briefly Sylvia gave her an account of the purse 
snatching. 
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“Even the stars seem against us,” said Miss Eileen 
dramatically. 

“Surely the police will be more watchful so it 
will never happen here again,” Sylvia said, trying 
to encourage her old friend. 

“I'm taking no more chances,” Miss Eileen assured 
her. “We're going to have iron bars put on our 
downstairs windows. My poor sister, Kathy, is so 
nervous I fear she won't sleep until it’s done.” 

“It’s a horrible shame.” 

Seeing the folder in Sylvia's hand Miss Eileen 
suddenly recalled the purpose of her coming. “Well, 
we mustn't talk about our troubles all evening. Let's 
have a look at the script.” 

When she glanced over the manuscript. which 
Sylvia had typed neatly, she said, “That's just what 
we need to send Mr. Schroeder.” 

“Who's Mr. Schroeder?” 

“Oh, I have no sense. The most important thing I 
have not told you. I saw Jack Schroeder the other 
day when I was at the university.” 

“Oh, you mean the program director at WTIC? 
The one you told me about?” 

Miss Eileen nodded. “I talked to him about you. 
He even hinted he might need a southern girl for a 
part in a program going on the air in the early fall.” 

“Oh, Miss Eileen, really!” 

“I told him you intended making a record of your 
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voice, and that you'd send him one.” 

“Oh, I just can’t believe my luck!” burst forth 
Sylvia ecstatically. “Just to have someone who's 
heard about me and is willing to listen is worth 
everything.” 

“But do not try to see him in person,” warned 
her teacher. “Jack is very busy and very tempera- 
mental.” 

“Of course, I won't. I'll mail the record with a 
little note explaining that I'm the girl you told him 
about.” 

“That’s the idea. If he doesn’t give you a chance 
then, Ill give him a scolding.” The little old lady 
smiled proudly. “You see I taught him the last year 
I was at the university. He has made his mark, Jack 
Schroeder has—like many others I taught.” 

Sylvia went to Miss Eileen’s twice more before 
she felt ready to go ahead with a record of the 
dramatization. Hal helped her by taking the man’s 
part. He had a friend, also in the transcription busi- 
ness, come over and make the recording for them. 
They spoiled two discs before they were finally sat- 
isfied, for Sylvia wanted nothing short of perfection 
in the finished product. 

It would be a week or ten days before the press- 
ings could be made for distribution. In the mean- 
time, Sylvia concentrated all her spare time in typing 
the scripts Helena had written during her stay at 
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the lake. 

On Friday, Helena explained that she was going 
up to Crow’s Nest for the week-end, but hoped 
Sylvia could bring some of the scripts over the fol- 
lowing Monday. When Sylvia went to the apartment 
after work on Monday she thought Helena must be 
ill. There were dark circles under her eyes and a 
troubled expression on her face. 

“I went down to the studio yesterday—even 
though it was Sunday and did the last two scripts,” 
she said as she handed Helena the work. 

“You shouldn’t have taken your rest day for that. 
I'm well ahead of the schedule with Freidman. If 
you can do one a day that will keep us in the lead.” 

“I can do that without any trouble,” Sylvia as- 
sured her. 

“Sit down, my dear. I want to talk to you,” said 
Helena, motioning her to a chair. 

Sylvia glanced at her watch. “I haven't much 
time. I promised to have supper ready for Beth. She 
has more night work to do.” 

“How hard you girls work! It makes me feel like 
a lazy loafer.” 

“No harder than thousands of others. I enjoy 
being busy. It makes me feel I'm doing something 
in the world, getting somewhere.” 

“That's just what I wanted to talk with you about. 
Things seem to be moving rather slowly for you 
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here. Have you ever thought of trying to get into 
radio in New York?” 

“New York?” asked Sylvia with a lift of her eye- 
brows. 

“I understand the opportunities there in radio are 
even greater than in Chicago.” 

“T’ve never given New York a serious thought in 
this connection. I don’t know a soul there.” 

“But you came here without knowing anyone in 
radio.” 

“Oh, but I came here because of Beth. The family 
wouldn't hear of my going off utterly alone.” 

“But youre independent enough to shift for your- 
self.” 

“Oh, I don’t mind standing on my own, if that’s 
what you mean.” 

“Im planning a trip to New York soon and 
thought we might go together. After all you've tried 
out about everything here.” 

“Everything I know of, except the recording. I’m 
banking everything on the record now. As soon as 
the pressings come in and I mail them out, I'm 
sure to get a break somewhere.” 

“You mustn't be too disappointed if you don’t.” 

Sylvia wondered why Helena was trying to dis- 
courage her. But she wouldn't be downed after 
reaching this point. “You don’t know how wonderful 


e record sounds,” she continued. “You must come 
th d ds,” sh tinued. “Y t 
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down. to the studio and hear it for yourself.” She 
flushed suddenly and floundered, fearing Helena 
would think her conceited. “Of course, it was your 
script that made it sound so wonderful.” 

“I'm glad if you feel it’s going to help,” said 
Helena, but her tone implied that she thought it a 
slim chance. 

‘When Sylvia rose to leave, Helena persisted, “Just 
the same I wish you'd think about that New York 
trip. You might land something much easier there.” 

“Tm afraid New York’s out of the question for me 
any time soon,” Sylvia said firmly. . 

She was almost at the door when Helena rose and 
followed, something still obviously on her mind. 
Suddenly she said, “Sylvia, ’'ve worried about you 
a great deal since the purse snatching. Promise me 
you won't go out alone—ever—at night.” 

Sylvia laughed lightly. “Oh, don’t let that worry 
you. I've already promised Beth that.” 

But when she was outside her smile faded, and 
she couldn’t help wondering why Helena Steiner 
had suddenly become so solicitous of her. Was the 
suggestion that she run away to New York based on 
knowledge that she was still in danger? 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
“THE UNEXPECTED 


The following week, Beth left for her long- 
anticipated vacation at home. She had earned all 
her resident credits at the university and had only 
to finish her thesis for her Master's degree. She 
planned to ‘stay home only three weeks, however, 
for she had the promise of a job in the early fall, 
and she wanted to be on hand to step into it when 
the opening came. Before leaving, she warned Sylvia 
again about going out alone at night. 

Sylvia tried to laugh it off. “After all I'm no child, 
Beth. I can take care of myself.” 

She had never mentioned to her cousin what 
Helena had said about her running off to New York, 
but the warning, for she felt it was definitely that, 
had certainly not tended to make her feel any more 
comfortable. 

“Of course, I know such an experience is some- 
thing that might happen only once in a lifetime,” 
continued Beth. “But the thing that worries me is 
that dagger.” . 

“It’s not a very pleasant memory, I'll admit.” 

“Why that man should have tried to kill you after 
he got the purse is more than I can see.” 
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Beth would have been far more uneasy had she 
known all that had happened at Crow’s Nest, and 
that there was really someone who might have a 
reason for wanting Sylvia off the scene. 

Sylvia had more than enough to keep her busy 
after Beth went away. Every day on leaving the 
studio she stopped at the market and bought the 
few things she needed for her two meals at home. 
Several nights she worked on Helena’s manuscripts 
on Beth’s typewriter. Business was beginning to 
pick up in the studio, so she had little time there 
for extra work. Hal took her out to dinner and a 
show once in a while. There was never an hour to 
hang heavy on her hands, even though she did miss 
Beth dreadfully. 

After some delay, the records arrived and were 
mailed to agencies and broadcasting stations, where 
there was any possibility of getting a hearing. When 
this had been done, Sylvia felt she had passed her 
first great milestone on the road to success. 

Two days after the records had gone out, she 
found herself listening alertly when the phone rang. 
Maybe that was someone wanting an interview with 
her. She seized on each incoming batch of mail and 
ran through it hoping to find some producer making 
an appointment. 

When a week passed and nothing happened, 
Sylvia’s balloon of hope began to grow a bit de- 
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flated. Maybe Helena’s suggestion about New York 
was not such a wild one after all. She had not men- 
tioned New York again, though she seemed working 
hard to get well ahead on the programs she was 
doing for the jeweler. 

In her frequent stops at the apartment, Sylvia had 
seen Helena’s sister Maizie, only twice. Maizie 
Middlecoff had never married. No wonder, Sylvia 
thought, for she reminded her of an icebox that 
badly needed defrosting. She was all business, and 
wholly intent upon the dollar. She had none of the 
redeeming personal qualities that made Helena 
likeable in spite of the question mark that Sylvia 
could never get away from. 

Hal insisted that Sylvia take Tuesday afternoons 
off. It gave her an opportunity to do a bit of shop- 
ping and have some recreation. On the second 
Tuesday after Beth left, Sylvia hurried down to 
Helena’s about two o'clock to leave some manu- 
scripts, for she needed the money to get a few odds 
and ends on her shopping touy. 

To her surprise she found both Maizie Middle- 
coff and Carlos Steiner in the luxurious living room 
with Helena. Her heart leaped into her throat at 
sight of him. 

“Why, I thought you were the hermit who 
avoided the noisy city,” she said by way of greeting. 

He rose and took her hand and stood ‘smiling 
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down on her. There was something so strange in 
the smile she felt he might be a great spider invit- 
ing an insignificant, but tasty fly into his web. 

“When my wife won't come up to see me, I have 
to come down to see her,” he said. 

He placed a chair for Sylvia and sat down again. 

“I brought three of the episodes today,” said 
Sylvia, turning to Helena, for she was anxious to 
finish her business and be off. Again she had the 
sensation of panic that had seized her on her trip 
to Crow's Nest. She could no longer doubt that it 
was Carlos Steiner who created the atmosphere that 
was so disturbing. 

When she handed Helena the manuscripts, she 
saw that her eyes were red-rimmed. It seemed evi- 
dent that her arrival had cut short a stormy scene 
between Helena and Carlos. 

“I owe you for two others beside these,” said 
Helena. “I forgot to pay you the last time you were 
here.” 

“Oh, that’s all right. It’s all the better to have it 
today when I have a chance to do a little shopping.” 

“And I have three other manuscripts ready to be 
copied,” said Helena. 

“Good. When I keep busy evenings I don’t miss 
Beth so much.” 

Helena handed Sylvia the manuscripts from the 
nearby desk when she put away the folder of type- 
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written sheets. She sat back in her chair to explain 
to Sylvia some interlined sections. 

“It won't take long to do these,” Sylvia assured 
her. “And now I must hurry on,” she said uneasily. 

“Wait. I'l get my purse and pay you for the 
others,” said Helena. 

Before she could get up her husband tossed his 
bill folder into her lap and said, “Pay her out of 
that. I made a nice deal today.” 

Helena got up abruptly, angrily, letting the folder 
slide to the floor. “No thanks,” she said in a chilly 
tone, “I take care of the scripts out of the money I 
get from Friedman’s.” 

She lifted her head high and walked like a queen 
into the next room. . 

“She’s really on a high horse today,” said Maizie 
acidly. 

“I suppose it will take another diamond ring or 
something to bring her to her senses,” said Carlos, 
retrieving his bill folder and picking up his maga- 
zine again. 

Sylvia wished she were anywhere else in. the 
world but here. She sat clasping and unclasping the 
catch of her purse until Helena returned and handed 
her the money she owed. her. Sylvia stood up at 
once to leave. 

“Miss Sanders, will you be passing Friedman’s on 
your way home?” asked Maizie Middlecoff unex- 
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pectedly. “I believe Helena said you live in that 
direction.” 

“Yes, I will,|but I’m not going directly home.” 

“Oh, well, don’t bother then.” 

“Sylvia has only one afternoon off a week. She 
cant be bothered running errands for people,” 
Helena snapped at her sister. 

“Oh, but I'll be glad to do whatever it is,” Sylvia 
assured her. 

“I only wanted you to leave a package at Fried- 
man’s for me. My stenographer generally does those 
things for me when I don’t want to trust something 
to a messenger boy, but Miss Arnold is on her vaca- 
tion right now.” 

“Why, I'll be glad to take it for you,” said Sylvia, 
“if you don’t mind my doing it later. I wanted to 
stop on State Street and do a bit of shopping before 
I go out to our apartment.” 

“Oh, any time will be all right, just so you get 
there before the store closes. He sent over some- 
thing on approval for the gift shop, provided I'd 
send it back today if it didn’t suit.” 

“A messenger boy could be trusted with that,” 
snapped Helena. “Sylvia’s nobody’s lackey.” 

“Oh, Mrs. Steiner, don’t be absurd,” put in Sylvia, 
who felt Helena was going to extremes over such 
a small matter. “It will be no trouble at all.” 

Carlos made his exit during the argument be- 


168 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


tween the two sisters, and now Maizie hurried out, 
saying, “I'll get the package.” 

As Sylvia dropped back into her chair to wait, 
she heard the click of a typewriter somewhere in 
the back of the apartment. 

“Maizie has her nerve using my friends,” said 
Helena crossly. 

“Why I’m always glad to do anybody a little favor 
like that.” 

“Your good heart will be your downfall yet, my 
child. Don’t let people make a doormat out of you.” 

“Don’t you worry. I won't,” Sylvia assured her. 

An awkward silence continued until Maizie re- 
turned a few minutes later with a medium-sized 
package. 

“Ask for Mr. Freidman, himself,” she instructed 
Sylvia. “Please don’t leave it with anyone else.” 

Sylvia was glad to exchange the cool, inharmoni- 
ous atmosphere of the apartment for the hot street. 
She had already walked several blocks toward State 
Street when an alarming thought brought her up 
short. Maizie had spoken of the package being too 
valuable to trust to a messenger. Always in the back 
of Sylvia’s mind was the unpleasant possibility that 
her purse or packages might be snatched again in 
the throngs of the shopping district. She couldn't 
risk losing this package. Suddenly she decided to 
deliver it before she went to State Street to do her 
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shopping. 

Just as she reached this decision she saw a bus 
that would pass Friedman's coming up the boule- 
vard. Impulsively she dashed for it. The traffic light 
changed before she made the opposite curb. A rac- 
ing car seemed making for her, and she leaped for 
the curb. 

That was the last Sylvia remembered until she 
found herself lying in the emergency room of a 
hospital. The first thing she was conscious of was a 
voice, that seemed miles away, saying, “I called the 
number on the card, but no one answered.” 

“We'll have to try later,” another voice said. “The 
lady may be at work.” 

Sylvia opened her eyes to see a nurse bending 
over her, mopping her forehead. Her head ached 
horribly, with a steady throbbing. 

“What happened?” she whispered, finding it hard 
to get out the words. 

“You fell in the street.” 

“Oh, now I remember. I was trying to get across 
the street to catch a bus. I must have missed my 
step at the curb when I saw a car almost upon me.” 

“You struck your head on the light pest, or some- 
thing. That is what the gentleman who brought you 
in said,” explained the nurse at the foot of the bed. 

“Someone brought me in?” she asked, trying to 
turn her head to look at the plump nurse. 
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“You fell into good hands. Dr. West from St. 
Andrew’s .Episcopal Church picked you up and 
brought you here.” 

“Has he gone?” asked Sylvia. “Td like to thank 
him.” ; 
“No. He’s waiting outside till we locate your 


People often carry identification pinned somewhere 
on them.” 

“That was Mom’s idea,” said Sylvia with a smile. 

“I phoned this Beth Sanders at the number you 
gave, but no one answered,” explained the plump 
nurse. 

“Beth’s on vacation. I have no other relatives in 
Chicago.” 

Suddenly Sylvia felt more alone than she had ever 
been in her life. 

“Then youd better plan to spend the night here 
while you get over the shock of the accident,” sug- 
gested the gray-eyed nurse. 

“But I haven't any broken bones, have I,” asked 
Sylvia, tentatively moving her arms and legs. 

“No. We've found no injury but the cut and bruise 
on your head. The blow made you unconscious for 
a short time.” 

Suddenly an unpleasant memury stabbed through 


“You've Been Unconscious,” the Nurse Told Her 
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Sylvia’s aching head. Had anything happened to 
the package she was to deliver for Maizie Middle- 
coff? Frightened at the idea she tried to sit up. 

“Don’t get up yet, young lady. What’s wrong?” 
asked the gray-eyed nurse, seeing her alarm. 

“I had a package—a very valuable package, and 
my purse. Oh heavens! I hope nothing’s happened. 
to the package.” 

“Theyre both here, though the package is in 
rather bad shape.” 

The plump nurse had gone out, but the gray- 
eyed one went to the dresser and brought Sylvia's 
purse, and the crushed, dirty package. 

“Dr. West picked them up and brought them in.” 

“Oh, thanks. Thanks a lot,” Sylvia said in relief. 
“And Id like to thank Dr. West for his kindness 
before he leaves.” . 

“Why certainly. I'll go and tell him to come in,’ 
said the nurse, and hurried out. 

As soon as she closed the door Sylvia picked up 
Maizie’s package to inspect the damage. It was 
crushed flat at one end as if a car had rolled over 
it. She was turning it about in consternation when 
a heavy paperweight dropped out of the broken end. 

Amazed at ~what she saw, Sylvia picked up the 
metal weight and found a bit of paper held around 
it by a rubber band. On the paper was typed the 
words, “So you're not to be trusted.” 


> 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
A FRIEND IN NEED 


Sylvia’s first reaction on seeing that slip of type- 
written paper in the package was one of hot indig- 
nation. So Maizie Middlecoff and Carlos Steiner had 
tried her out to see if she would pry into the pack- 
age after leaving the apartment. Her aching head 
swam with a confusing muddle of ideas. What was 
the meaning of all this? 

She had no time to find an answer to the puzzle 
before she heard someone at the door. Quickly she 
jammed the paperweight and typewritten slip back 
into the crushed box and thrust them under the 
sheet. 

She turned her head with difficulty and watched 
the nurse approach with a small, dark man, who 
had a very serious face. She managed a smile for 
him as she extended her hand. His answering smile 
seemed to light up his whole countenance. | 

“They brought you around quicker than I ex- 
pected,” he said, taking her proffered hand. 

“I can’t thank you enough,” she told him grate- 
fully. “I'm so glad it was you who picked me up 
and not someone else.” 

“That's very kind of you, young lady. But anyone 
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else could have looked after you just as well, though 
I'm glad it was my privilege.” 

“Someone else might not have taken care of my 
package and my purse as you did.” | 

He laughed. “Oh, I'm sure they would have.” 

“I mean I wouldn’t feel so sure everything was as 
it should be—if—if anyone else had brought me in.” 

“I’m afraid the box was ruined,” he said. 

“It couldn't be helped,” she assured ‘him. 

“I had my purse snatched once since I’ve been in 
Chicago. Naturally that makes me a little nervous.” 

“So Chicago’s not your home?” 

“No. I'm staying here with my cousin while trying 
to break into radio.” 

“The nurse tells me your cousin is on vacation. 
Do you have any other relatives or close friends I 
could call for you?” 

“The closest, of course, is the young man I work 
with, Hal Graham, but I'd rather not call him. 
There'd be nobody to stay at the studio if he came 
out here. But don’t worry, I'll be all right.” 

“There’s no one else you'd like me to call?” 

Sylvia thought of Helena Steiner, but she was the 
last one she could call under the circumstances. 
Then suddenly she thought of Nat Hudson. It was 
possible her father’s friend might be back from 
vacation by this time. Why hadn’t she thought of 
him before? He was the one person in all this vast 
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city to whom she could unburden her troubled 
inind. 

“There’s Mr. Nat Hudson,” she said finally, turn- 
ing to the minister. “He’s a friend of my father— 
an old family friend, but they've been-away en vaca- 
tion. Maybe they're back by this time.” 

“Tll phone if you'll give me the address.” 

“It's out in Oak Park,” she told him. She could 
recall the-street, but not the number, but Dr. West 
assured her he could locate him by telephone. 

“You might call the FBI office if you can’t get 
him any other way,” suggested Sylvia before Dr. 
West went out. 

What a relief it would be if Mr. Nat had come 
home! She could manage for herself as far as her 
physical injuries were concerned by staying at the 
hospital until the nurse thought she had recovered 
sufficiently. But it was her mental troubles that 
needed the wise counsel of her ‘older friend. She 
had wished many times since her trip to Crow’s 
Nest that Mr. Nat were near enough for her to seek 
his advice. But now she needed help more than she 
had ever needed it in all her life. 

The trick Mazie Middlecoff had played on her, 
had brought her to a dead end from which there 
seemed no escape. She felt definitely that Carlos 
Steiner was a party to the plot. She would either 
have to sever her connections with the entire family, 
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or have some explanation of what had happened. 

That Helena had been aware of the proposed 
conspiracy and bitterly objected to it, now seemed 
quite evident. But why had they wanted to test her 
to see if she were curious or dishonest enough to 
open that package? 

She lay thinking of the scene in that living room. 
The stormy atmosphere in the room she had en- 
tered, Helena’s signs of tears, her open antagonism 
to her husband, as well as her expressed objections 
to Sylvia taking the package, all took on new mean- 
ing now. 

Dr. West had not been gone very long when she 
saw him coming in again, and by the expression on 
his kindly face she knew he had succeeded. 

“Mr. Nat is back?” Sylvia asked eagerly. 

The minister nodded and said, “He returned just 
two days ago. He said he intended calling you this 
very evening. He'll be here as soon as he can get 
through the traffic.” 

“I knew he wouldn't let me down if you could get 
in touch with him,” said Sylvia greatly relieved. 

“And now I must go, or I'll be late for an appoint- 
ment. Are you sure you'll be all right?” 

“Oh, yes indeed! I feel almost as happy as if my 
own dad were coming, knowing Mr. Nat is on the 
way out.” She stretched her right hand out to him 
again and said, “I can’t thank you enough. I’m com- 
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ing to your church as soon as I’m able to get 
around again.” 

“It will be a pleasure to have you.” 

It was such a relief to know there would be some- 
one to consult about her problem that Sylvia began 
to feel relaxed as soon as Dr. West left. Later she 
realized she must have dozed, for it seemed no time 
at all before the gray-eyed nurse opened the door 
again to say, “Young lady, here’s your friend.” 

There was Mr. Nat bustling into the room before 
the nurse could finish announcing him. 

“Now look here, Syl, why did you let ’em do this 
to you?” he wanted to know heartily. 

She laughed. “Looks as though I’m too much a 
country girl to get through the city traffic, doesn’t 
it?” 

“Shame on you!” 

“I was lucky to come out with only a bashed 
head.” 

“The nurse told me it wasn’t so bad—that I can 
take you right out home with me.” 

“Oh, Mr. Nat, I couldn't impose on your wife 
that way.” 

“Don’t ‘Oh, Mx. Nat’ at me! You're going to do 
as I say, child. 1 phoned the old lady soon as [ 
heard about the accident and told her I’d bring you 
home if I could. By this time she’s got the best 
linen on the guest bed.” 
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“It’s so kind of you! An accident does make one 
feel rather forlorn in a big city like this.” 

Suddenly blinding tears of relief filled her eyes 
and ran down her cheeks. 
‘ He tweaked her nose and burst forth, “None of 
your blubbering now. I can stand anything but 
that.” 

“It’s not the accident really that’s got me so 

upset, Mr. Nat, but something else.”. 

“What's that now, child? You haven’t got your- 
self into any sort of trouble, have you?” 

The nurse had gone out and Sylvia said, “Pull up 
a chair, Mr. Nat. It’s a long story, and Id better tell 
you right now while were alone. We may not have 
a chance after we get out to your house.” 

“Long story, eh? Why didn’t you come to me 
sooner, before you got so worried?” 

“How could I when you were on vacation?” 

“That’s right,” he admitted. “But I've been home 
two or three days.” 

“Things didn’t come to a crisis until today, and 
now honestly I don’t know what to do next.” 

“Well, start at the beginning and let’s have it,” 
he ordered, tilting back his straight chair, his face 
taking on a professional air. 

“Some of it may sound silly and unimportant,” 
she warned, “but the strange tangle of events peatot 
the very day I arrived in Chicago.” 
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Then she told him about her contacts with the 
Steiners and all the little things that had stirred her 
suspicions from the very beginning. 

“What did you say this young man’s name is— 
the one Beth goes round with?” 

“Wyman Middlecoff. It’s his sister, Helena, I’ve 
been doing the typing for.” 

“Middlecoff.” Nat repeated the name again, like 
a connoisseur trying to recognize a particular flavor. 
“Don’t recall any Middlecoffs in our business.” 

“But it’s Helena’s husband I'm so suspicious of,” 
put in Sylvia. “Carlos Steiner.” 

“Steiner did you say?” Nat Hudson’s face showed 
that this was something he was familiar with. 

“Yes. A rather distinguished-looking man—almost 
bald headed.” 

“Carlos Steiner, eh? Well, that’s a coat of another 
color. How in the name of tarnation did you get 
mixed up with those people?” 

“It was as I told you,” said Sylvia. “Helena, his 
wife, came out in the taxi with me the very day I 
arrived, and her brother is in some of Beth’s classes. 
The first thing we knew we had been invited up 
for the Fourth of July holidays at their place on the 
lake. It was the queer things that happened there 
that really got me worried.” 

“When young people get out in the world you 
never know where they're going to end up,” burst 
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forth Mr. Nat. “But go on, child. What happened 
at. the lake?” 

_ As Sylvia told about the two suspicious servants 
at the lake house, the watchdogs, the underground 
passage and Pete’s secret meeting in the cove, Nat 
Hudson stopped his joking and listened with seri- 
ous eyes and an intent expression. 

“Does anyone else know about this, Sylvia?” 

“Hal Graham, of course—about the things that 
happened at Crow’s Nest. We were together, as I 
told you, when we found the cayern during the 
storm.” 

“That’s the chap youre working with?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What sort is he?” 

“Why—Id trust Hal with my very soul.” 

“I see,” he said, and nodded. Sylvia caught a 
mischievous twinkle in his eyes. “Well, go on. Any- 
thing unusual happen since you came back from 
the lake?” 

“Plenty,” she assured him, and gave an account 
oi the purse snatching. “The police seemed to think 
he really meant to kill me, that he didn’t just want 
my purse. It seems pretty certain the dagger was 
thrown after the purse was grabbed.” 

“It's a miracle you didn’t get struck. You should 
have told the police right then everything you sus- 
pected.” ; 
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“But I didn’t even. think about having seen Pete 
in the lunchroom till later.” 

“There’s no doubt he'd blot you out, knowing you 
had probably seen him take the swag from those 
boatmen in the cove.” 

“Tf I'd felt as certain then as I do now that it was 
Pete I would have told everything,” Sylvia assured 
him. “But when I talked to Helena later in the day, 
she remarked that Pete was taking her husband up 
the lake.” 

“Humph!” grunted Nat Hudson. “Doesn’t sound 
as though she’s an innocent party to the plot, fur- 
nishing an alibi like that.” 

“Tm afraid I let my better judgment be warped 
about that time,” Sylvia confessed. 

“How's that?” 

“You see Helena had offered to write a dramatiza- 
tion for me. It seemed to be about my last chance 
for getting a hearing with the radio people.” 

“I see, and you didn’t want to take any action till 
that went through—even if your life was in danger?” 
said Nat, not without a touch of scorn in his tone. 

“Tm ashamed to admit it. That’s where ambition 
has been my downfall.” 

“What finally happened to bring you to this dead 
end?” 

Sylvia described in detail the scene in Mazie 
Middlecoff’s living room, and the evidence that 
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Carlos and his wife were at cross purposes. When 
she had told about the package and the accident 
she drew the battered box from under the sheet. 

“You'll hardly believe it when I show you what's 
in this box,” she said, thrusting her hand into the 
crushed package and pulling out the paperweight 
with the note. 

Nat took the insulting message, looked at’it a 
moment, then burst into gales of laughter. Sylvia 
stniled in spite of her chagrin and felt quite puzzled 
by his reaction. 

Finally she said, “You sound as though I might 
be dumb for taking it so seriously.” 

He sobered and retorted, “Quite the contrary! I 
suppose I laughed out of sheer relief that you've 
Jet me into this before it’s too nate~at least I hope 
it’s not too late.” 

“Then I really haven't been too suspicious about 
them?” 

“TIl say not.” 

Sylvia realized his alert mind was doing some fast 
thinking as he turned the box about, examining it. 

“No jeweler's name on the box anywhere,” he said 
finally, half to himself. 

“I was to take it to Freidman’s,” she told him. 

“Yes, I know.” He put the paperweight and type- 
written sheet carefully on the medicine table by her 
bed, then stood up. “How do you feel now, old 
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ir]?” 

“Oh, worlds better since I've dumped all my wor- 
ries on you.” 

“I mean physically. Nurse said I could take you 
home. Do you think you could manage a little 
walking?” 

“I think so. My head aches pretty badly, but I 
don’t feel as woozy as I did when I first came to.” 

“Listen, Sy]. What time was it when those people 
asked you to deliver that package?” 

Her forehead furrowed. “It’s hard to recall things 
clearly—it seems so long ago—but it must have been 
about two o'clock. I think I left the studio just 
before two.” 

Nat glanced at his watch. “Ten minutes of five 
now. - 

“Heavens, I thought it must be at least tomorrow.” 

“Sometimes we can live a lifetime in a few hours.” 
He paced the length of the little room and came 
back to her bed. “Did you promise to go directly 
to Freidman’s with this package?” 

“Oh no. I told them Id leave it on my way home. 
I meant to do some shopping on State Street, but 
got to worrying after I left the apartment for fear 
I might lose the package. The purse snatching has 
made me always alert to that possibility. So I de- 
cided to deliver the package first. That’s when I 
fell, running to catch the bus.” 
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He reached over and rang the bell dangling at 
the head of her bed. “Tell the nurse to help you get. 
dressed. Primp up a bit so you won't look as though 
you had had an accident, and I'll be back after a 
while for you.” 

He thrust the paperweight and typewritten sheet 
inside the crushed package, and turned toward the 
door. “I have a little job to do, but won't be long,” 
he promised. “Tl give you more details of our pro- 
gram when were off in the car.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
REFUGE 


In spite of her stiffness and aching head, Sylvia 
felt a little thrill of excitement as the nurse helped 
her dress. What a relief it was to have someone wise 
in the ways of the world to stand by her in this 
crisis! 

Evidently Mr. Nat had some theory about this 
business ‘and had worked out a course of action. He 
had told her to fix up so she would not look as 
though she had had an accident. With the nurse’s 
aid she arranged her pompadour so her hair dipped 
loosely over the sticking plaster that held the band- 
age in place just at her hairline. The large hat she 
had been wearing shaded her face, so a casual 
observer would not notice the bruise on her temple. 
The kindly gray-eyed nurse helped her scrub the 
soiled spot from the hem of her dress, and she was 
ready to face the world again. 

“That spot will soon dry in this heat,” said the 
nurse. “It will look all right by the time you reach 
your friend’s house.” 

She mixed something i in a glass of water and gave 
it to Sylvia to drink. “Just to pep you up till you 
get home,” she explained. 


185 


186 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


“You've been so sweet to me,” Sylvia said grate- 
fully. 

A few minutes later Nat came back for her. She 
asked about her bill, and was told it had already 
been taken care of. 

“Thanks,” she said to her good Samaritan. “Tll 
straighten up with you when we get out to the 
house.” 

“Don’t you worry about that now.” 

“Everyone has been so nice,” she said when they. 
were out in the car. “It’s beginning to restore my 
shattered belief in the good of the world.” 

Nat didn’t answer as he tured the switch and 
started the car. Sylvia was silent, too, while he drove 
several blocks. At a small parkway he slowed up 
and finally stopped the car in the shade of a tree. 

“Syl, I'm having to ask you to do something that 
may be quite a strain in your present condition.” 

“You know I'm willing to do anything that’s 
necessary, Mr. Nat—if it will help clear up this 
strange mess I’ve gotten into.” 

“You may be just in time to help us with a prob- 
lem that has baffled solution for a long time.” 

, “You mean the FBI?” 

“We've had a hand in it, though it’s really a State 
problem. But I believe it will be easier for you to 
work with us without knowing too much.” 

“Till do anything you say, Mr. Nat. This thing is 
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really beyond me.” 

“It’s been a headache to more experienced people 
than you, my girl.” 

“I’m convinced Carlos Steiner is living outside the 
law somehow, and either wants to blot me out, or 
get me into trouble because I saw too much at 
Crow’s Nest.” 

“No time now to discuss my theories,” said Nat. 
“But there’s something must be done immediately 
before we go out to Oak Park.” 

He reached to the shelf behind the car seat and 
produced a package. 

“Why, Mr. Nat!” she exclaimed. “That looks ex- 
actly like the package Maizie Middlecoff gave me.” 

He laughed. “I hoped it would. I got a box and 
some fresh paper from a jeweler friend of mine and 
tried to duplicate the package.” 

“What's the big idea?” 

“I want you to take the package to Freidman’s 
just as the Middlecoff woman wanted you to do.” 

“Oh!” Sylvia’s breath seemed to leave her for a 
moment. But quickly she marshalled: her courage 
and continued, “Sure! I can do that.” 

“Tll have.to put you out around the corner,” he 
warned. “There's a chance someone in the store 
may recognize me or my car. Do you think you 
could walk a block or so?” 

“Sure. I made it all right down to the car. The 
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Sylvia followed him down the length of the store 
and through a door in the paneled wall at the rear. 
The clerk announced to a man sitting at a cluttered 
desk, “A friend of Miss Middlecoff’s to see you, sir.” 

“Oh yes, come in, young lady,” he said without 
rising. “You brought back the silver she is return- 
ing. 

“Miss Middlecoff asked me to leave this here— 
her stenographer is on vacation, and she said she 
had promised to return it to you today.” 

Sylvia had a little battle with herself not to show 
the scorn she felt for all this duplicity. When she 
put the package on his desk, she saw his ferret eyes 
go over every inch of it. 

Suddenly Freidman got to his feet and said, 
“Thank you. It’s very nice of you to bother.” 

While he spoke his piercing eyes seemed to bore 
clear through her. The look was similar to the one 
Carlos Steiner had given her the night she met him, 
an appraising, searching look that attempted to 
plumb her most secret thoughts. ; 

“Oh, that’s all right,” she said. “I was on my 
way home.” 

She turned and went quickly out of the office 
and down the aisle. Her head was beginning to 
throb horribly again from the nervous tension. She 
didn’t have to wait long at the appointed spot in 
the middle of the block before Nat Hudson picked 
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her up. 
“How did you come out?” he wanted to know. 

“All right, I think. I feel all washed up now, but 
I don’t think Friedman realized I was nervous.” 

“Tl take you right out to the house, and Anna 
can put you to bed.” 

“This seems a terrible imposition on your family.” 

“Does, eh?” he retorted. “So that’s the way you 
feel when I come down to your house for my annual 
fishing?” 

“The idea! We all look forward to your visit from 
one year to the next.” 

“Just that same way my family has been looking 
forward to have you visit us as soon as we got home. 
My youngsters are not as old as you, but they're 
grand scouts.” 

“I'm crazy to meet them all. Wish I didn’t feel 
so rotten. I’m afraid I'll be too much trouble.” 

“What's the use of having friends if we can’t stand 
by each other at a time like this?” 

They rode on some distance without comment, 
then Nat said, “Sy], you mustn't give the folks at the 
house any hint that you've had any other trouble 
than your accident today.” 

“Of course not, if you think I shouldn’t.” 

“This thing involves big issues—you must under- 
stand that. We will have to think out our line of 
action with the greatest care. I can’t risk your safety, 
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however, just on a chance that we might clear up 
a case that has baffled us and the State officials a 
long time.” 

“Tm not afraid—now I’m with you,” she assured 
him. “Tl be thrilled to help in any way I can.” 

“You will have to continue your contacts with 
the Steiners, of course, or their suspicions will be 
stirred.” 

“I suppose so,” she admitted ruefully. 

“You said you were doing some typing for this 
Mrs. Steiner, didn’t you?” 

“Some scripts that Freidman uses for advertising. 
They go on the air through WTIC.” 

“Who handles them—production I mean?” 

“Mr. Schroeder: Jack Schroeder. The woman who's 
been giving me some lessons in dramatics used to 
teach him at the university.” 

“You seem to have gotten acquainted with people 
in your line since you've been here.” 

“Not well enough acquainted to. get me any- 
where—at least so far,” she replied. 

“Does this Steiner woman pay you pretty well 
for your typing?” 

“I've earned almost as much at it as I get from 
Hal. He can’t afford to pay much, but I'm making 
contacts there that mean far more than money.” 

“I wondered why you were working in an office.” 
“I went into the office to help Hal after he broke 
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his hand. Then, when my purse was snatched with 
my month’s allowance, I was glad to have the typ- 
ing money. You see, I didn’t want to worry the folks 
back home by telling them about that.” 

“You're a plucky gal!” he said and laughed. “How 
did this Hal fellow break his hand?” he asked 
suddenly. ; 

“During the storm up at Crow’s Nest.” 

“How’s that? You didn’t tell me about that.” 

“I talked so fast back there in the hospital I 
couldn’t get it all in,” said Sylvia and went back to 
catch up the omitted experience at Crow's Nest. 

“So that’s why this young fellow wasn’t with you 
the night you saw Pete take the swag from those 
men in the boat?” 

“Yes. Wyman had driven him to the bus to come 
back to the city. Beth wanted to stay on. She was 
enjoying the quiet country so much.” 

“Does Beth know any of this?” Nat asked with 
a swift glance. 

“No, she doesn’t. Beth was all tied up in knots 
over finishing her work at the university, so I didn’t 
want to worry her. But she’s always been a little 
suspicious of Mrs. Steiner. She would be more so 
if she had ever met her sister, Maizie Middlecoft. 
She's a hard-boiled customer!” 

“Did you tell young Graham about that meeting 
in the cove?” 
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“Yes, I did. Hal knows everything I know, except 
what happened today.” 

“Does, eh?” 

“But he’s absolutely trustworthy,” Sylvia hastened 
to. assure him. “He'll go right along with anything 
you think we ought to do.” 

“Tl have a talk with him in the moming.” 

“TIl have to go back to work in the morning. Hal 
has to have someone help him with the recording 
till his hand is out of the cast.” 

“You won't be there in the morning,” Nat said 
firmly. “The nurse said you were to spend at least 
tomorrow in bed, and I say longer.” 

They had left the crowded apartment houses 
some distance back, and as Nat delivered his ulti- 
matum he turned into a driveway beside a spacious 
lawn. No sooner had he pulled up than a boy about 
fourteen, brown as a berry, came dashing out the 
front door. 

“Til help you bring her in, Dad,” he called out. 

“Thanks, son; she’s still a-foot,” Nat replied as he 
helped Sylvia from the car. 

“Oh, we thought she'd been run over or some- 
thing.” Young Bob seemed actually a little crest- 
fallen that he could not be of service. 

“Syl, this is my son Bob.” 

“So glad to know you, Bob,” she said, extending 
her hand. “Guess you'll have plenty of chances for 
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doing your scout’s daily deeds before I leave. I've 
just learned that the nurse has ordered me to stay 
in bed tomorrow.” 

They were near the front steps as she spoke. In 
the doorway she saw Mrs. Hudson and her daugh- 
ter, Frances. 

“The bed is ready for you, my dear,” said Mrs. 
Hudson, putting an arm around her as she came up 
the steps. “We've been looking forward to having 
you out here, but we didn’t think it would be like 
this.” 

Sylvia smiled ruefully. “I hope I won’t be too 
much trouble. But you can’t imagine how wonderful 
it is to be in a real home and have people who care, 
look after me.” 

Frances was a lovely blonde, about sixteen, and 
smiled in cordial greeting also. She still looked very 
much like the little-girl picture Nat Hudson had 
taken South with him. 

A half hour later, Sylvia, wearing a pair of 
Frances's fower-printed pajamas, was tucked into 
a cool, fresh bed. It seemed wonderful to be here, 
looking out through windows where she could see 
a garden and green trees. She was so grateful and 
so relieved she could not worry too much over the 
trying days yet to come in her contacts with the 
Steiners and Middlecoffs. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
THE TRAP IS SET 


Sylvia felt worse the morning after the accident 
than she had the previous afternoon. She slept much 
of the time, while the solicitous Hudsons tiptoed 
in and out of the cool, quiet room to bring her trays. 
Nat came in to see her when he returned from the 
office. He reported having called on Hal at the 
studio. 

“He said you were to forget all about the job till 
youre feeling better.” 

“But it’s so hard for him to do things with only 
one hand.” 

“He'll manage. That young fellow is keen and 
fine. You've made a pretty good selection there, Syl.” 

A little color rose to her pale face as she beamed 
on him. “I think so,” she said and lowered her eyes 
shyly. 

“I promised to let Helena have some more scripts 
by Saturday,” she added after a moment. “I brought 
the manuscripts away the other day in my purse.” 

“You don't need to worry about that. Young 
Graham phoned me this afternoon that Mrs. Steiner 
had called up to say shed be in town Saturday 
morning and would stop by to pick them up.” 
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“This is Wednesday, isn’t it?” 
“So ‘tis.’ 
“But I’m surprised. She’s never called for the 
work before.” 

“Seems to confirm your theory that Mrs. Steiner, 
herself, doesn’t approve of her husband’s plan to 
use you as a tool.” 

“She certainly isn’t on. the best terms with her 
husband.” 

“Don't worry about getting those manuscripts 
ready. I'll get them typed. You see, I don’t want her 
to know anything about the accident, or that you're 
staying with us.” 

“ll have to feel a whole lot better than I’ve felt 
today before I can do that work for her.” 

“Oh, no. You mustn’t think of doing it. Pl get one 
of our girls at the office to do it.” 

“Of course I'll pay her what Mrs. Steiner pays 
me. 

“The idea! That’s all in the business.” 
“But there're three episodes to be done.” 

“What of itP We have some of the fastest typists 
in the city, and work has been a little slack lately.” 

“I still feel that that’s expecting too much.” 

“But Id like to have a look at those manuscripts 
anyhow. They may have a hidden purpose.” 

“Oh, all right, if you put it that way. Do what- 
ever you think is best.” 
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Early Thursday morning when Mrs. Hudson came 

in with Sylvia’s breakfast tray, she had on her hat. 

“Listen, dear,” she said. “Nat suggested that I go 

to your apartment and bring out some of your 
clothes.” 

“But I'll have to go back tomorrow. I don’t feel 
I can stay away from the studio another day.” 

“Nat thinks you ought to stay on with us till your 
cousin comes back.” 

“But that may be two or three weeks longer. In 
her last letter she told me she had decided to stay 
on a while longer.” 

“So much the better, then we'll have you with 
us that much longer,” said Mrs. Hudson cordially. 
“I couldn't impose on your good nature so. 

“We're all so happy to have you here. We've been 
looking forward to a visit ever since we heard you 
were in Chicago.” 

Sylvia smiled over her tray at the motherly Mrs. 
Hudson. 

“You've been so sweet to me,” she said gratefully. 
“I suppose I'll have to do as Mr. Nat says, or he'll 
be reporting me to Dad.” 

“Good. That’s settled. Now where's the key to 
your apartment?” 

“In my purse. And Mr. Nat wants that bundle of 
manuscripts with the rubber band around them.” 

“I suppose all the clothes now in the apartment 
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are yours?” asked Mrs. Hudson as she looked for 
the key. 

“Practically all. Beth left only her dark winter 
clothes in the closet. You'll find my undies in the 
two bottom drawers of the chest, and my suitcase 
on the top shelf of the closet.” 

“Oh, we'll find everything all right.” 

Sylvia didn’t go downstairs till late that afternoon. 
Though she was still weak, her head did not ache. 
After another day’s rest she hoped to be back on the 
job. She was in the back garden with Frances when 
Nat drove into the garage. 

“Youre beginning to look like yourself, again,” 
he said, coming down the path. 

“I'm planning to get back into the rut Saturday.” 

“Think you can take that sticking plaster off your 
forehead?” 

“Mrs. Hudson said when she dressed it this morn- 
ing she thought it could come off in another twenty- ° 
four hours.” 

“There’s still a nasty bruise showing.” 

“T can do my hair looser and cover most of that,” 
she assured him. She glanced at a folder in his 
hands. “Has your stenographer finished the typing 
already?” 

“Yes.” He sat down on the garden chair opposite 
her. He glanced at the folder, then looked at his 
daughter and said, “Frances, hadn't you better go 
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and help your mother with dinner?” 

“Yes, sir, if you say so,” replied Frances, promptly 
taking the hint that he wanted to talk with Sylvia 
alone. 

When she had gone Sylvia said, “Did you find 
anything suspicious about the scripts?” 

“Tm not so sure. Where did you say these go on?” 

“WTIC. Mr. Schroeder is program director. He’s 
a friend of another friend of mine. The lady who’s 
been giving me some speech training.” 

Suddenly Nat laughed heartily. “So that’s what’s 
wrong with the way you talk at times.” 

“Wrong!” exclaimed Sylvia, her eyes wide. “What 
do you mean?” 

“Oh, you don’t talk that way all the time. When 
you get all het up you talk just like the little girl 
I knew down in Ca'lina. I was worried for fear you 
were getting a little uppity, trying to get the 
Chicago twang.” 

Sylvia’s face flushed, and she said in distress, 
“Oh, Mr. Nat, does it sound as bad as that?” 

“I don't like it, if you want to know the truth. 
There’s nothing more beautiful than the soft drawl 
of a southern girl’s voice.” 

“Gosh, and I've skimped so to get that money. to 
pay Miss Eileen.” 

“You just be your natural self, Syl, and everything 
will be O.K.” 
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Nat had opened the folder as he talked and now 
he reached over and handed her a newspaper clip- 
ping. “Ever see that?” he asked. 

Sylvia glanced at it, and looked at him in aston- 
ishment. “Heavens no! Mow did that get in the 
Chicago society column?” 

“Maybe Carlos Steiner or his wife could tell you 
that.” 

Sylvia re-read the item which told about the 
Steiner's giving a house party during the Fourth of 
July holidays at their lake cottage. She and Beth 
were played up as being socialites from the South— 
from one of Charleston’s first families. 

“Well of all things!” she burst forth again. “What 
an exaggeration! I’'vé never mentioned to any of 
those people, and I'm sure Beth hasn't, that our 
ancestors were living in Charleston several genera- 
tions before the Revolution. Why did they play us 
up like that?” 

“It might be profitable just now for the Steiners 
to be seen in the best company,” Nat retorted acidly. 

“Also it might raise the prestige of Crow’s Nest to 
have a house party of young people turned loose 
there.” 

“Well, what next?” Sylvia wanted to know. 

She turned the clipping over. It was dated July 
fourth, the day they spent at Crow’s Nest. 

“How did you get hold of this?” she asked. 
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“It was in our files at the office. I may as well tell 
you our eyes have been open for Steiner's activities 
for a long time.” 

“I see,” said Sylvia. “And you're not ready to 
tell me more?” 

“The case needs a little more sewing up.” 

Sylvia rested most of the next day but felt almost 
normal Friday evening, when Frances invited in a 
boy friend and also asked Hal out to dinner. There 
was no opportunity to talk privately with Hal, so 
all the issues that still hung fire were not mentioned. 

Next morning, a little after seven, when Sylvia 
was dressing, Frances came in with a message. “Dad 
wants to know if you would hurry and come down 
to his study before breakfast. He wants to talk with 
you a bit.” 

“Sure. I'll be right down.” 

A few minutes later when she entered Nat’s little 
cubbyhole off the living room he greeted her 
brightly, “Feeling fit this morning?” 

“Almost as good as ever.” 

“Syl, I'm going to have to depend on you for a 
lot of help in this case.” 

She laughed. “I think it’s the other way round. It’s 
you who are helping me out of a tight spot.” 

“Then it’s mutual,” he conceded. “But I can’t 
promise you that the hot spot will get any cooler 
during the next few days.” 
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“Not very encouraging.” 

“You'll have to watch every word, and even the 
expression of your face. You know your face shows 
rather plainly what you're thinking and feeling.” 

“I have no patience with deceit or lying.” , 

“But I’m going to have to ask you to play a part.” 

“If I must, I must,” she said, lifting her chin. 

“You must carry on with Helena Steiner just as if 
you didn’t know the contents of that package.” 

“Youre not ready to trust me with what’s back of 
all this?” she challenged. 

“It’s not that I don’t trust you, Syl. That’s absurd. 
I've thought this whole thing through rather care- 

fully. Knowing you and your frank and honest 
nature; I’m sure you can play the part better if you 
don’t know too much.” 

“You won't be disillusioning me about them. I'm 
certain Carlos and Maizie at least are crooked. I just 
can't believe Helena is going along with them, after 
she acted as she did the other day about the 
package.” 

Nat said nothing to destroy her faith in Helena. 

“If youre asked to deliver any more packages I 
want you to do it,” he directed. 

“Oh my goodness!” 

“In fact, if my theories aren't too far off, they will 
ask you to do so.’ 

“Goodness—I hadn't thought of that being re- 
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peated.” 

“It may help us to bring things to a head more 
quickly if that does happen.” 

“But remember, Helena phoned she would come 
to the studio for the scripts. Maybe she doesn’t want 
me to come to the apartment any more after what 
happened the other day.” 

“Couldn't you arrange to go there anyhow?” 

“Of course, if you think it will lead to clearing up 
this mess.” 

“Td like you to contact Maizie Middlecoff again.” 

“Oh, then I could just drop by and return the 
next scripts I type.” 

“Tm sure you can work it out somehow. But listen 
carefully, Syl, in case you do get.a chance to deliver 
another package—” 

“A chance!” she broke in ironically. 

“You're to stop in somewhere after you leave the 
apartment and phone my office. If I’m not there give 
the message to Miss Arnold. She has all the infor- 
mation about the case and will know what steps to 
take. Then I want you to plan to reach Freidman’s 
exactly one hour after the phone call.” 

“Sure. I can do that,” she agreed. 

“Then we're all set for action.” Nat stood up sud- 
denly. “The fragrance of that coffee tells me it’s 
time for breakfast. Let’s go get it.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
SHADOWED 


Hal was more than glad to welcome Sylvia back 
to the studio. “It was hard going round here with- 
out you,” he said. “Busiriess is really picking up.” 

“Any luck?” 

“Tll say. We found a sponsor for the Christmas 
show, or rather someone who's going to find spon- 
sors. They've given us the go-ahead on production.” 

“Hal, what a break!” 

“Break is right. It'll either make or break me.” 

“Who took it?” 

“Simpson's Agency. They're going to syndicate it. 
If this really goes over big I have nothing to worry 
about.” 

“Tm so thrilled.” Sylvia’s eyes turned to the pile 
of mail on the desk. “Any letters or phone calls for 
me?” ! 
“Nothing so far. But I haven't looked at the morn- 
ing mail.” . 

She picked it up and ran through it. She tried not 
to show her disappointment when there was noth- 
ing for her. 

He knew what she was thinking, however, and 
said gently, “It takes time. Sometimes people have 


206 


SHADOWED 207 


to hammer at doors for months before anybody 
heeds.” 

“Sure. I'm finding that out.” She tried to speak 
lightly. “Well, I guess my job is mapped out for 
this morning. I'll begin making extra copies of the 
Christmas show for the cast.” 

“Yes, we'd better get that cleared up as soon as 
possible. I have to go out this morning and see sev- 
eral people about the production. Mrs. Blake prom- 
ised to come in this morning or early next week to 
make arrangements about Nancy's time for work.” 

“She's a cute kid.” 

“Well, Tl run along. I was sort of handicapped 
about outside contacts while you were away.” 

Sylvia was rather sorry he would be out when 
Helena came at ten. But she set to work with a will 
at the typewriter to keep her mind from going over 
and over the puzzling tangle in which she had 
become involved. 

She was still making the keys click when Mrs. 
Steiner arrived shortly after ten. In expensive street 
clothes she looked again the smart, sophisticated 
woman of the world. Sylvia had rehearsed her line 
of action as carefully as she would a part in a drama, 
and rose with her usual natural friendliness when 
Helena, came in. 

“So glad you came down,” she said. “I've been 
wanting you to hear my record.” 
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“That’s what brought me,” Helena assured her. 

“Sit right here,” said Sylvia, placing a chair, “and 
Tl get the record in a jiffy.” 

Helena sat near the window opening on the court, 
and mopped her damp forehead with a dainty hand- 
kerchief. “It’s so warm outside,” she said, “but it’s 
amazing what a good breeze you have in here.” 

Sylvia glanced up from her stooping position at 
the record files, and laughed. “I wouldn't call it a 
breeze. It’s a draft, and a stuffy-smelling one at 
that.” 

She put on the record. While it played, she also 
sat near the window, her eyes lowered, for she felt 
a little self-conscious every time she heard her own 
voice.‘ Toward the end she glanced up to find 
Helena’s eyes on her face. In consternation she real- 
ized the draft had whipped her hair aside, expos- 
ing the scar and bruise at her hair line. 

She jumped up quickly to be ready to stop the 
record. Instead of commenting on the dramatiza- 
tion Helena said, “How did you hurt your head, my 
dear?” 

Sylvia felt her face flushing in confusion and tried 
to hide it while she packed the record into its case. 
“I tripped and struck it—rather childish, wasn’t 
itP” . 

“When was that?” 

“The other day. It’s about healed now.” 
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“I thought it strange you were not at the studio 
when I first called. ’'ve phoned twice since, and I 
couldn’t get you at the apartment either.” 

“I must have been out,” said Sylvia, beginning to 
feel trapped. 

“Ive been so worried about you.” 

“Don't worry about me. I'm rather independent 
and tough, you know.” 

“Sylvia, did something happen like that purse- 
snatching experience?” Helena persisted. 

“Oh no.” Sylvia tried to speak lightly. “I was run- 
ning to catch a bus and fell. ’'m quite all right now.” 
She turned suddenly toward Helena and added, 
“But you haven't told me how you like the record.” 

“It's splendid, really. You've done the parts beau- 
tifully. Miss DeHoff has done a good job with your 
speech. One would never realize you're a southerner 
in this.” 

“Oh my goodness! That’s not what I was trying 
for. 'm proud of bein’ a southerner.” 

Helena laughed. “I'm afraid there's no danger of 
your not being one, and talking like one, especially 
when youre a little warmed up as you are now.” 

“Your scripts are ready,” Sylvia said abruptly, 
picking up the manuscripts. 

Helena took the work and opened her bag to take 
out some more penciled manuscripts. “There’re 
four new ones now—seems a long time since I saw 
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you. 

“Time goes in a hurry for me. Thanks,” Sylvia 
added as Helena paid her for the work already 
done. “T'll type these as soon as I can. We have quite 
a rush here now with something important that 
Hal’s just put over.” 

“Tm so glad he’s succeeding. I have no doubt you 
are an important factor in that success.” 

Sylvia felt embarrassed and rather sick at heart 
that Helena seemed so genuinely fond of her, and 
concerned for her safety and success. As Sylvia 
thought about all this after Helena had gone, she 
felt still more certain that she could not be a party 
to the schemes of her husband and sister. 

On Monday evening she said to Nat Hudson, “I'm 
planning to take Mrs. Steiner's manuscripts to her 
tomorrow.” 

“Your afternoon off?” he asked. 

“But I'm not going to take it this time, after being 
out so long last week. We're behind on the work 
at the studio. Ill take only a couple of hours at 
noon and go over to the Middlecoff apartment then.” 

“Don’t fail to call the office if you're handed an- 
other package to deliver,” he reminded her. 

“I won't,” she assured him. 

Though she seemed outwardly calm next after- 
noon when she arrived at the apartment over the 
gift shop, she was inwardly quaking. A maid an- 
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swered her ring and invited her in. She was gone 
some time. When the living-room door opened again 
Sylvia was surprised to see Maizie instead of Helena. 

Maizie’s frigid countenance was partly defrosted 
by a smile. Perhaps she was trying to atone for the 
unpleasant side she had revealed on Sylvia's last 
visit. 

“Helena’s out shopping, Miss Sanders, but. she 
asked me to take the manuscripts and pay you for 
the work.” 

“She didn’t know I was coming today,” Sylvia 
retorted bluntly, forgetting for the moment that she 
must play a part. 

“Oh well, she knew you might drop by with the 
work most any time,” said Maizie smoothly, not at 
all disconcerted at being tripped. “How much is it?” 

“Six-twenty,” replied Sylvia. 

Maizie took the manuscripts and said, “I'll get the 
money in just a minute. I'll have to run down to the 
shop for the right change.” 

When she had gone out, Sylvia felt certain Maizie 
was doing a little acting herself. Certainly she must 
have lied about Helena asking her to pay for the 
scripts, since Sylvia had told no one except Nat that 
she was coming here today. Suddenly she thought 
of Helena’s habit of taking a nap after lunch, and 
she wondered if she were now in her own room 
asleep. 
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Maizie was gone so long Sylvia was tempted to 
leave. But she.came at last, and apologized, “Sorry, 
but there was a customer arguing with the clerk 
about an exchange, and I had to settle the trouble.” 

Then Sylvia noticed a package in her hand some- 
what larger than the one she had been asked to 
deliver the previous week: 

“I hope you won't think I’m too bold, Miss 
Sanders, if I ask you to stop off at Freidman’s and 
leave another package for me. This is your after- 
noon off, isn’t itP” 

“I generally take Tuesday afternoon off.” 

She was both afraid and eager to take the pack- 
age, for she had come with her mind made up to 
do as Nat Hudson suggested. 

“Sure, I can take the package for you. Freidman’s 
is a beautiful jewelry store, isn’t it? ’'d never been 
in there till the other day when I went there for 
you. 

“Lovely place. That's the sort of establishment I 
mean to own some day,” said Maizie covetously. 

When Sylvia took the package, she realized it 
was much heavier than the other. Evidently there 
was really something in it this time beside a paper- 
weight and an insulting note. As she went out, her 
mind was tortured again in trying to find a motive 
back of these strange requests. . 

Once on the street her one thought was to reach 
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The Man Seemed to Be Following Her 


214 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


a telephone and call Nat. The nearest telephone 
booths she knew of where in Rich’s Department 
Store, several blocks away. Two or three doors from 
Maizie’s shop, Sylvia passed a man whom she felt 
was watching her. She walked on a half block and 
stopped to look at some dresses in a shop window. 
Two stores farther back the man in the brown suit 
also stopped to look in a shop window. 

She tried out that trick twice on her way to Rich’s 
before she was fully convinced that the man was 
really following her. She had two theories about 
him, neither of them pleasant to contemplate. Either 
he had been ordered by Maizie to follow her and 
be sure she delivered the package, or he thought 
she had bought something valuable at the shop and 
was waiting for an opportunity to snatch it. If the 
first was true why hadn't Maizie sent the man to 
the jeweler with the package? It was all beyond her. 
What would the man do if he saw her go into a 
telephone booth? No doubt he would think she was 
irying to get in touch with the police and do some- 
thing to stop her. 

By the time she reached the department store she 
had decided not to telephone, at least not until she 
was sure she had evaded her watcher. The only 
place she could think of where he couldn’t follow 
her was the ladies’ lounge on the fifth floor, so she 
took the elevator up there. 
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Just before the cage door closed, her shadow 
packed himself inside among the last passengers. 
When she worked her way forward to get out at 
the fifth floor, he was close behind her. She stopped 
to buy a box of stationery to see what he would do. 
He occupied his time looking at some books two 
counters away. 

Sylvia now made straight for the lounge and felt 
a glow of triumph when the door closed that. he 
could not enter. She found a chair and sat down 
in a haze of smoke, trying to calm her mind and 
decide what to do. She simply had to phone Mr. 
Nat. She had no intention of taking the package to 
Freidman’s until she had done that. If she phoned 
with this man watching, however, very unpleasant 
complications might be precipitated. 

She had still reached no decision when she saw 
little Nancy Blake come in with her mother. Mrs. 
Blake had been in the studio that morning to talk 
over plans for Nancy's work on the Christmas show. 
She had promised to have some new. pictures of 
Nancy made right here at Rich’s to be used in the 
advertising. 

Her coming into the lounge now seemed a god- 
send to Sylvia. Maybe she could get Mrs. Blake to 
help her out of this jam. The two had not noticed 
her as they went straight to one of the dressing 
tables where Mrs. Blake began combing Nancy’s 
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hair for the picture taking. In the meantime Sylvia’s 
mind worked at top speed. 

When they were about to leave, she rose and 
spoke to them. 

“Oh, Mother, it’s Miss Sanders from the studio,” 
said little Nancy eagerly. 

“We're going to get the picture made right now,” 
Mrs. Blake told her. 

“I wonder if youll do me a great favor?” asked 
Sylvia in a low tone. 

“OF course. I'll be happy to.” 

Sylvia drew her to one side and said, “You may 
think it queer of me, but someone’s been following 
me. I have to get a message to someone at once, and 
I don’t want this man to see me use the phone.” 

“Can't I phone for you? Whom shall I call?” 

Sylvia took out a little note pad and scribbled 
down Nat’s number. She hoped Mrs. Blake wouldn’t 
know it was the FBI office. 

“Ask for Mr. Nat Hudson or Miss Arnold,” she 
directed. “And just say this.” She paused while she 
scribbled the message on the pad, “Miss Sanders 
asked me to phone and say she is on the way to the 
store with the package. She will explain later why 
she isn’t phoning herself.” 

“Of course. I'll be glad to do it,” said Mrs. Blake, 
taking the sheet Sylvia tore from her pad. 

Sylvia handed her a quarter, saying, “The money 
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for the call, and get Nancy an ice-cream soda with 
the change.” 

“Nancy doesn’t want any tip,” said Mrs. Blake, 
looking embarrassed. “We're only too glad to have 
a chance to do you a favor after all you re doing 
for Nancy.” 

“Please phone right away,” ’ said Sylvia, “before 
you have the picture made. It’s rather important.” 
“Of course. There’s no hurry about the picture.” 

“The phone booths are on the first floor,” Sylvia 
directed. 

When her friends had gone out, she glanced at 
her watch and settled back in her chair. She would 
wait here a half hour, then go on to Freidman’s. She 
thought she could walk there by the end of the hour 
Mr. Nat had requested between her phone call and 
her arrival at the store. Would the man in the brown 
suit still be waiting for her when she went out, she 
wondered? 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 
SPRINGING THE TRAP 


Sylvia glanced about hurriedly when she left the 
lounge. The coast seemed clear. Had her shadow 
really given up and gone his way? Her relief was of 
short duration, however. She was standing with a 
group, waiting for a descending elevator when the 
man in the brown suit appeared from behind a 
magazine rack. He stood almost close enough for 
her to touch him as they went down. 

Suddenly her sense of humor came to the rescue. 
She still had plenty of time before her hour was up 
and decided to give her follower a game of hide- 
and-seek. At the second floor she got off the elevator 
and made for the escalator. Not once did she glance 
back, for fear he might realize that she knew he was 
following. She rode up to the third floor, then darted 
around a corner and took the escalator down. She 
then stepped around another corner and sat down 
suddenly in a seat in the shoe department. 

When a clerk came toward her she saw to her 
consternation that it was the men’s section. At the 
clerk’s offer to serve her she smiled at him bewitch- 
ingly and confessed, “I’m just sitting.here a minute 
to rest.” 
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“Sit as long as you like, lady,” he said kindly. 

But she didn’t sit long, for she saw the brown suit 
strolling past, pretending to be interested in some 
shoes. In disgust she got up and made for the escala- 
tor to the first floor. Determined to give him at least 
a pair of aching feet for his trouble, she started 
walking toward Freidman’s, keeping always on the 
busiest streets where he had small chance of snatch- 
ing her parcel, if such was his intention. 

As she drew near the jewelry store her watch in- 
dicated that it had been an hour and five minutes 
since she sent Mrs. Blake out to the phone. Suddenly 
her heart took a dive. Suppose for some reason Nat 
Hudson hadn't received her message. His whole 
scheme might go under. Her step didn’t slacken, 
however, while she made up her mind to act on the 
belief that it had been received. A moment later 
she had entered the jewelry store. 

A different clerk greeted her this time, and again 
she had to explain that she had come from Miss 
Middlecoff, and wanted to see Mr. Freidman, him- 
self. As the young man led her to the back of the 
store she noticed a couple of women and several 
men looking at things in the showcases. One of the 
men sent her a swift glance that did not add to her 
comfort. 

This time the door in the paneled wall was closed. 
When the clerk knocked and announced her, Sylvia 
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found Mr. Freidman standing beside his filing case. 
This time he beamed upon her as if she were an 
old friend. | 

“Come in, young lady. Maizie told me you were 
on the way.” 

“She sent you this,” said Sylvia, anxious to get 
rid of the package and be gone. 

She was just in the act of handing it to him when 
she saw the jeweler glance toward the door, a 
startled expression on his face. Her back had been 
to the door, but when she looked around she saw 
a stocky man stepping into the room, followed by a 
gaunt, tall man of middle age. 

The first spoke in a low but commanding tone. 
She now recognized him as the man who had sent 
her the penetrating glance as she came into the 
store. 

“All right, Freidman,” he said. “We've caught you 
with the goods. Hand over that package.” 

The second man had closed the door, and Sylvia 
heard the click of a key, while Freidman made a 
quick, desperate movement under his coat. But the 
stocky officer was more speedy still. He seized the 
jeweler’s arm, and before she could realize what 
was happening the other man had slapped hand- 
cuffs on him. With swift, certain movements they 
located a pistol strapped under his left arm, and 
ripped it away before they urged him down into 
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“Miss Middlecoff Sent This,” She Said 
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his desk chair. 

“What does this mean?” burst forth Freidman, 
who could do no more than resist and grunt during 
the brief struggle. 

“You know as well as we do,” retorted the tall 
man. 

He turned and picked up the package that had 
fallen to the floor, ripped off the paper and opened 
the box. Inside was a tall, silver goblet that looked 
strangely familiar, but at the moment Sylvia was 
too excited to tie up the loose ends of her memory. 

The goblet was packed tight with something 
wrapped in white paper. When the officer poked a 
finger through the wrapping some white powder 
shook out. 

“Dope,” he grunted, and his tone indicated that 
even he was surprised at this. 

Sylvia thought the blood would burst from Freid- 
man’s face as he sat cursing and threatening in 
turn, but always careful to keep his voice low 
enough not to be heard beyond that paneled door. 

“I paid the girl nothing for that package. How 
did I know she was stuffing the goblet with dope 
just to. trap me?” he asked. 

With a snap Sylvia’s memory became clearer. “If 
you and Mazie Middlecoff aren’t guilty of the dope 
trade then you afe of robbery!” she exclaimed. “That 
goblet was stolen from Miss Eileen DeHoff several 
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weeks ago.” 

The tall man laughed with a dry, crisp cackle. 
“What do you say to that, Freidman?” 

For a while after the appearance of these two 
men Sylvia had been paralysed with fear that these 
officers were acting on their own, not knowing any- 
thing about Nat’s plan in which she was trying to 
co-operate. But now the tall officer's friendly atti- 
tude relieved her tension. 

The other man was more grim and impatient. 
“Our car is waiting on the back street, Freidman. 
I'd suggest that you come quietly, unless you want 
to attract the attention of your customers.” 

Freidman had settled into sullen silence after 
Sylvia identified the goblet. Evidently he realized a 
well-laid trap had been sprung. He got up at the 
officer's suggestion and moved toward a rear door. 
Before going out, however, he turned and glared 
at Sylvia. 

“Young woman,’ he said, “don't think you'll get 
off lightly either. It’s a criminal offense to deliver 
dope and stolen goods, as this officer will tell you.” 

“Get out,” snapped the tall man. “We know all 
about this young woman, just as we know all about 
you and the Steiner man and all the rest. She 
brought this package here under our specitic direc- 
tions to do so.’ 

When the door closed on the two, Sylvia said to 
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the plain-clothes man who had stayed behind, “For 


a minute I wasn’t sure whether you were working 
with Mr. Hudson or not. I had an awful feeling 
when I found I had delivered dope.” 

“Oh, we had everything all set. Nat told us we 
could depend on you.” 

“I was afraid at the last minute he hadn't gotten 
my message.” 

“Why in tarnation didn’t you phone yourself?” 

“Somebody was following me.” , 

“Following you, eh? So Maizie was going to see 
that you didn’t take the stuff straight to the police.” 

“It might have fallen through even at that if I 
hadn’t run across a friend in the ladies’ lounge at 
Rich’s.” 

The officer's dry cackle filled the room again. “So 
that’s where you went to dodge your man, eh?” 

“I hoped I could shake him, but no such good 
luck,” she said and gave him a further account of 
their chase from one floor to the other. 

He laughed heartily at her description, then sud- 
denly sobered. 

“Well, I've got work to do here,” he said. “You 
go across the street to Nash’s Drugstore. Youll find 
Nat Hudson waiting for you there. Tell him to send 
me a couple more officers and we'll go through 
things here.” 

As Sylvia hurried back through the store, the 
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clerk who had showed her in sent her a baleful 
glance. No doubt the officers had had to show their 
badges of authority before they had been allowed 
to enter Freidman’s private sanctuary. Now nervous 
and fearful the clerks waited to know the purpose 
of that visit. 

She breathed much easier when she was on the 
street once more. The man who had followed her 
seemed to have vanished at last. In the drugstore 
across the street Nat Hudson welcomed her with 
a broad smile. 

“All’s well, eh?” he said in a low tone. 

“I was scared out of my wits for a minute,” she 
confessed. “They've arrested Freidman,” she said 
in a whisper. 

“Thanks to you! All we needed was a chance to 
catch him with the goods. We have plenty of evi- 
dence already.” 

He had led her toward the door as they talked. 

“It’s all very confusing,” she told him. “But I'm 
glad if I helped.” . 

“This is no place to talk,” he said. “Let’s get out.” 

“The tall officer over there wants you to send in 
a couple of men to help him go through things. Will 
they close the store?” 

“Eventually—yes. Tl go myself just as soon as 
Bennet joins me. He'll be here any minute.” 

“Nobody seems aware that anything is going on,” 
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said Sylvia, as she reached the street again and saw 
a lady going into the jewelry store. 

“That’s the way we want it—everything under 
cover. Perhaps you d better go on back to the studio 
now, he suggested. 

“Tm sure I'll never get my mind composed for 
work. Someone followed me all the way from 
Maizie’s shop.” 

“I thought maybe that was why you got some- 
body else to phone.” . 

“It makes me feel sort of jumpy now. But I haven't 
seen my shadow in the brown suit since I came out 
of Friedman’s.” 

“A man in a brown suit, eh? I noticed him pass 
by the store twice after you went in.” 

“You saw me go in?” she asked in surprise. 

“I was waiting in the drugstore ten minutes before 
you got here. Jim and Carter had already gone into 
Freidman’s to price some jewelry.” 

“Gosh, I would have felt much less frightened 
had I known you were here.” 

“There comes Bennet now, Syl. You'd better take 
the taxi he’s getting out of. No use taking a bus back 
to the studio and being afraid someone may follow 
you. 

_A half hour later Sylvia was back at her desk, 
feeling very much as though she had just lived 
through an incredible, jumbled nightmare. She was 
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glad Hal had to go out on business as soon as she 
got in. Then she could sit quietly and try to calm 
herself. But she couldn't so far forget the man in 
the brown suit as to feel comfortable without lock- 
ing the door. 

The afternoon seemed interminably long. She was 
impatient to get out to Hudson’s and have Nat 
answer some puzzling questions for her. But she 
was doomed to disappointment, for he didn’t come 
in to dinner. 

In reply to her inquiry about him, Mrs. Hudson 
explained, “Nat’s on one of his trying cases, and he 
phoned he didn’t know what time he’d be in.” 

Sylvia was so restless and upset she thought she 
would never get to sleep that night. But even in 
her disturbed state, she did not forget to say a 
thankful prayer that she had escaped the net which 
these cunning people of the world had tried to draw 
around her. 

When she came downstairs next morning, Mrs. 
Hudson met her in the hall, her face very serious. 
For an awful moment Sylvia thought something 
had happened to her husband. But Mrs. Hudson 
came straight to the point. 

“My child, I didn’t dream you were in so much 
trouble when Nat brought you here.” 

“Oh, then he’s told you.” . 

“He came in at midnight and went out again at 
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five. He told me everything. He’s a very thoughtful 
man, Nat is. He never worries me with his business 
till the real danger is past.” 

“Oh, then they have everything under control?” 

“I think so. It’s only a matter of getting things 
shaped for the trial. Nat asked me to drive you 
down to his office this morning.” 

“Oh!” Sylvia was a little uneasy as to what this 
might mean. 3 

“Tl have to phone Hal that Ill be late at the 
studio.” 

“Nat says Hal will be at his office, too. He can 
corroborate your statements about Crow’s Nest.” 

“Yes, of course.” 

Sylvia thought how comforting it would be to talk 
freely with Hal once more about the whole busi- 
ness, Suddenly she turned back toward the stairs. 

“I think I'll put on one of my very best-looking 
dresses,” she said, “if I have to make a report in the 
FBI office.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY 
REVELATIONS 


“Now, Sylvia, start at the beginning and describe 
in detail the things that stirred your suspicions of 
the Steiners and Middlecoffs from the time you 
came to Chicago,” Nat Hudson directed. 

Sylvia glanced across the mahogany table at 
which she and Hal sat side by side in the FBI office. 
Two stenographers sat opposite them, while there 
were three other men beside Nat. These men had 
been introduced to the young people, but Sylvia 
was too excited to remember their names. 

. She now gathered her courage and plunged into 
the account. At first it made her a little self- 
conscious, knowing those stenographers were taking 
down every word she said. Occasionally Mr. Nat 
interrupted to put in a question, and that helped to 
steady her and kept her to the main point. 

When she had given the report up through the 
visit to Crow's Nest, Nat suggested, “Suppose we 
let Miss Sanders rest here, and hear what Mr. 
Graham has to say about that day and night on 
the lake.” 

-Hal told his story, substantially corroborating 
what Sylvia had said. Then she took up the account 
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and told what had happened since their return, 
through her strange errand of the previous after- 
noon. When the account was finished, she drew a 
deep sigh of relief and sat back in her chair. 

“That’s a remarkable account, young woman,” 
said a bald-headed man sitting next to Nat. “But for 
your insight and wise action at every step this case 
might long have been delayed of solution.” 

“I wish I knew the solution,” Sylvia replied, feel- 
ing that surely now she was entitled to have an 
answer to the puzzle. 

“You will in time,” promised Nat. 

“In the meantime you two must keep your own 
counsel, as you have done already,” said the small, 
keen man, whom they called Meyer. “We are deeply 
grateful to you for your information and co- 
operation.” 

Sylvia and Hal had risen to go when another 
person was shown in. He was a tall, immaculately 
dressed man, with an alert, vital expression on his 
aristrocratic face. 

“We have conferences with other witnesses,” Nat 
explained. “You two may go now.” 

“Thank goodness I'm through with that!” ex- 
claimed Sylvia. 

“I wouldn't say you're exactly through,” said Nat. 
“You two will be important witnesses at the trial.” 

“At the trial!” exclaimed Sylvia. “You mean Tl 
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have to get up and testify in court, and have my 
name mixed up with this awful business?” 

“You should be honored to stand with us on the 
side of law,” put in Mr. Meyer, who had overheard 
the remark. 

“Oh, but sir, I came up here to try to get into 
radio. My chances will be ruined if I have to be 
mixed up publicly with a thing like this.” 

The man, who had just ‘come in, looked at Sylvia 
with an odd expression as she made the remark. 

“Sorry, Miss Sanders, but it can’t be helped,” 
Meyer told her. 

“Why can’t people live decently and right!” burst 
forth Sylvia, almost in tears at this awful realization. 
“Why did they have to draw me into a thing like 
this? Why am I the goat?” 

Hal took her arm, trying to urge her toward the 
door. But Sylvia’s temper was really roused at last. 
She had endured enough before, and now fear that 
the tangled web in which she had been caught 
would prevent her reaching her goal, seemed more 
than she could stand. She forgot she had ever had 
lessons in enunciation then, as her eyes flashed 
green around the little group. 

“Here I’ve been workin’ hard, doin’ everything I 
could to lay a foundation for gettin’ into radio, and 
I get myself all mixed up in a mess like this and 
ruin my chances. No producer or agency will want 
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anybody who's had to go to court.” 

“I'm afraid the young lady has a wrong concep- 
tion of our courts of justice,” said the quiet old man, 
sitting at the right of the stenographers. “After all 
she should consider it a privilege to help bring a 
ring of lawbreakers to justice, and I'm sure the 
newspapers and general public will so regard it.” 

“I wish I could think so,” wailed Sylvia, no longer 
able to hold back the hot tears that ran down her 
cheeks. 

“Youll have to excuse her,” said Mr. Nat, putting 
a gentle hand on Sylvia’s arm. “She’s had a rather 
trying time lately. She’s not quite her usual self.” 

“Hudson, it may help if you explain to her exactly 
how the case stands, since the main offenders are 
already in custody,” said Mr. Meyer. “She has 
proved she knows how to work with us and keep 
her own counsel.” 

“Tl do that, Chief, the first spare moment I have,” 
said Nat as he went:toward the door with Sylvia 
and Hal. 

When they were outside Sylvia apologized, “Oh, 
Mr. Nat, I'm so ashamed of making a scene I—I 
could die!” 

Nat laughed. “Don't die, Syl, not at this stage. 
We need you too badly as a witness.” 

“Gosh, Sylvia, nobody could blame you for re- 
senting the whole mess,” put in Hal consolingly. 
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“It's not pleasant to have somebody put a crimp in 
your plans.” 

“You'd better take her on back to the studio, 
Graham, and give her so much work to do she 
doesn’t have time to think,” Nat suggested. 

“TIl do that,” promised Hal, entering into Nat's 
mood. “There’s plenty to do, I can assure you.” 

They were about to start off when Nat added, 
“And by the way, Syl, don’t get uneasy if you see 
someone else following you around. It'll be our 
secret service man this time. We're not taking any 
chances on your safety.” 

“Oh, sir, is it as bad as that?” asked Hal, turning 
back suddenly. 

“Just a precaution till we pick up one or two more 
members of the gang.” 

‘They took a taxi back to the studio, but rode in 
silénce for fear the driver would be too interested 
in what they had to say. They found a stocky, 
middle-aged man hanging around the ninth floor 
hall when they went into their building, but didn’t 
attempt to speak to him for fear he might not be 
Sylvia's guard. But the thought that there was a 
guard gave her some comfort. 

When they were inside the studio she said, “Oh, 
Hal; I feel so terrible that I made such a scene. 
Mr. Nat must have been ashamed of me.” 

“Was sort of unfortunate,” Hal admitted. “The 
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new witness who had just come in was Mr. 
Schroeder.” 

“Mr. Schroeder!” burst forth Sylvia, sitting sud- 
denly down in the desk chair as her knees buckled 
under her. “Mr. Schroeder of WTIC?” 

Hal nodded, feeling almost as miserable as she. 

“What was he doing there?” 

“I suppose they called him in to question him 
about the program Mrs. Steiner writes for Freid- 
man. 

“Oh.” Sylvia’s thoughts flashed back to Mr. Nat's 
interest in the programs, and his inquiry about who 
did the broadcasting. “Now I know I'm ruined in 
that direction,” she wailed. “He was the one I was 
banking on most, because Miss Eileen had talked 
to him about me.” 

_ “It can’t be helped now,” said Hal gloomily. “But 
there're other stations, you know, and the agencies. 
Don't think the world has come to an end because 
you made one little mistake like that.” 

That day seemed interminable to Sylvia, for her 
mind was tortured with a thousand questions that 
neither she nor Hal could answer. Had Carlos 
Steiner been taken into custody along with Freid- 
man? And Maizie also? What would become of 
Helena? Just what was their racket? 

That evening she had been out at Hudson’s only 
about a half hour. when Nat came in. She was in the 
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sun parlor with Mrs. Hudson and Frances when he 
drove into the garage. A moment later he came step- 
ping jauntily out of the garage with a watermelon 
on his shoulder. 

“Mother, he has that cat-has-caught-a-rat look,” 
said Frances. 

Mrs. Hudson seemed as relieved as her daughter,. 
as she said, “You can be sure he wouldn't be getting 
home this early unless the case was pretty well 
sewed up.” 

“Hello, folks!” was Nat’s greeting. “We're going 
to celebrate after a while with a good old rattle- 
snake watermelon from Syl’s Ca'lina low country.” 

“Oh, ‘Dad, I know you've solved another mys- 
tery,” said Frances. “I can. tell by the way you act.” 

“Youre getting to be a pretty good detective your- 
self, honey. That time you guessed right. All the 
ringleaders are safely behind bars.” 

“Oh, Nat, you're a genius!” exclaimed his wife 
proudly. 

“Nothing of the sort. This thing represents the 
combined efforts of the State and Federal authori- 
ties over a long period. And our pretty little guest 
here has played no small part in bringing it to a 
head.” 

Sylvia flushed, and was glad when Frances asked, 
“Are you going to tell us all about it?” 

“Chief said I could give Syl the low-down, so I'll 
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swear my family to secrecy, too.” 

“Now? Right now?” asked Frances impatiently. 
“Tll go call Bob. He’s mowing the front lawn.” 

“Just as soon as I get a bath and into some fresh 
clothes. I haven't stopped to clean up for two days.” 

Sylvia and the three Hudsons were waiting in the 
study when Nat came down a half hour later. 

“Please tell me the first thing,” she asked, “about 
Helena Steiner? Has she—is she—?” 

“No. She's still free. So far we've found nothing 
really incriminating against her.” 

“Oh, I'm so glad! There’s something about her 
you can't help liking. Lately I’ve realized she was 
wretchedly unhappy,.in spite of the bold front she 
puts up.” 

“She needed a bold front,” grunted Nat, “if she 
actually knew all we know.” 

“Please, Dad, start at the beginning,” said 
Frances. “Remember Bob and I don’t know any- 
thing about it.” 

“For a long time we've known there was a gang 
operating in this city and towns in nearby States. 
We were pretty sure Chicago was the hub, but the. 
stolen jewelry and silver always seemed to vanish 
into a bottomless pit.” 

“Gee, looks as though your secret service men 
could have located some of the stuff when it was 
sold later,” put in Bob. 
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“Keep quiet, son. Your father is a better detective 
than you,” chided Mrs. Hudson. 

“He’s on the right track,” put in Nat. “The police 
used to get back a good bit of stolen stuff that went 
on the black market months after it was taken. But 
most of the stuff that has been stolen recently has 
failed to reappear.” 

“How strange!” put in Frances. 

“Then after months of bafflement our search be- 
gan to focus on a few men, one especially as the 
ringleader. He was a man who had once been a 
designer of silver, then a dealer in antiques.”. 

Sylvia thought of Carlos Steiner at the dinner 
table at Crow’s Nest, telling of his trip to Charleston 
to buy silver. 

“But he was a clever crook,” continued Nat. “We 
couldn’t actually get anything on him. He went with 
some of the best people. We were very suspicious 
about his lonely retreat on the lake. Recently there 
was a notice in the society column about him and 
his wife having a house party there over the Fourth 
for a bunch of young people. That happened while 
I was on vacation, and I hadn't caught up on the 
case before Sylvia had her accident.” 

“Oh my goodness!” exclaimed Sylvia. “Then that 
was really done for the purpose of throwing the 
investigators off the track.” 

“For that very purpose, I’m sure, Sy]. About that 
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time the hounds were getting pretty hot on Steiner's 
trail, so he evidently forced his wife to cultivate 
some real aristocrats like you and Beth and Hal. It 
gave them a better rating to be seen at places like 
the Pan American Tea Room with such as you.” 

“And all the time we thought we were the ones 
being favored,” said Sylvia, wondering if she could 
ever trust strangers again. 

“But on that house party one of their guests was 
a bit too wise and too curious. She saw too much 
for her own good.” 

“Who was that? Could you tell us who it was?” 
asked Bob eagerly. 

Nat smiled teasingly and said, “Tll let you come 
to this: trial, son, and you can learn that for your- 
self.” 

“Oh, Nat, don’t tease him. You may as well let 
him know it was Sylvia,” said his wife. 

“Our Sylvia Sanders!” burst forth Bob, pointing 
at her, his eyes bulging. 

“You ought to have guessed it,” said Frances. 
“Now shut up so Dad can go on.” 

“It’s evident from what happened,” continued 
Nat, “that Carlos Steiner felt it necessary to elimi- 
nate Sylvia from the picture after Pete reported the 
muddy shoes and the tracks on the bluff, indicating 
she had watched him receive the stolen goods.” 

Sylvia shivered to realize how her thoughtless 


5 


om 
» 


€ 


Q 


aK 


“Our Sylvia Sanders!” Bob Said Proudly 


240 SYLVIA SANDERS AND THE TANGLED WEB 


actions had led to such dire consequences. 

“So Pete came to town and staged the purse 
snatching, with murder as his real purpose. But 
thanks to some kindly guardian angel we still have 
our Sylvia with us.” 

“Tt makes me shiver to think how many narrow 
escapes she has had,” said Mrs. Hudson, reaching 
over and taking Sylvia's hand affectionately. 

“But I’m still muddled as to why they wanted me 
to deliver those packages,” said Sylvia. 

“Knowing the background of the case,” explained 
Nat, “I had my theories about that as soon as you 
told me your story at the hospital. You had men- 
tioned how concerned Helena Steiner was over the 
murder attempt.” 

“She really was,” Sylvia assured her. “She did 
everything she could to get me to leave here, go to 
New York.” 

“That was because she knew her husband was a 
very desperate man and couldn't run the risk of your 
turning up sometime as a witness against him. I 
have no doubt that when she went to Crow's Nest 
that week end she brought pressure to bear to pre- 
vent his harming you. Then it seems evident. he 
came down himself and set up another program. 
If he couldn't have you murdered, he must make 
you one of his gang. This he evidently planned to 
do by intimidation.” 
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“I don’t understand,” said Sylvia, still puzzled. 

“All that happened after that would indicate this 
was his idea. First, with the help of Maizie, who 
has co-operated with him fully, he sent you with 
that test package. When it was delivered and he 
thought you hadn’t pried into it, they gave you that 
package of dope and stolen silver to take to Freid- 
man. 

“Dope, too?” put in Mrs. Hudson. 

“That’s evidently only a side issue. We've learned 
that Freidman’s wife is a dope fiend. No doubt 
Maizie or Carlos get it for him. But having Sylvia 
deliver it on this occasion would make her a crim- 
inal with the rest, they hoped. No doubt Steiner's 
plan was to force Sylvia to work with him by telling 
her she had already broken the law. You would 
really have been an asset to them, my girl, with 
your looks and background. They need people who 
can get into the top circles to help them locate the 
best in silver and jewelry.” 

Sylvia felt almost trapped again as Nat revealed 
these awful facts. 

“She must have had a guardian angel with her,” 
said Mrs. Hudson, “to bring her safely through all 
that.” 

“I guess my guardian angel was Mr. Nat.” 

“Some of it seems awful muddled to me,” put in 
Bob. “But, Dad, how do you know the Steiner man 
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is the ringleader?” 

“Our men have already searched his place, Crow’s 
Nest. They found several bundles of stolen stuff 
near the house in the underground passage that Syl 
and Hal discovered.” 

“We only found the door,” Sylvia reminded him. 

“Our men found it opened into Steiner's shop, 
which was fully equipped to take care of remodeling 
the stolen silver. Jewelry was found in the process 
of being re-designed, and stones put into different 
settings so they wouldn't be recognized.” 

“So Maizie and Freidman could sell the stuff to 
the public without fear of detection,” put in Sylvia. 

“There your guess is right, my dear,” replied Nat. 
“It seems evident that Steiner must have set Maizie 
up in business for that specific purpose. From what 
you have told us, young Middlecoff served as deliv- 
ery boy. No doubt Steiner bought him the high- 
powered launch for that purpose.” 

“T wonder how much of all this Helena knows,” 
said Sylvia sadly. 

“Probably everything, though we can find no 
actual evidence for indicting her.” 

“When will the trial come off?” asked Mrs. 
Hudson. 

“For Sylvia's sake, 'm glad to say, next week.” 

“I won't have an easy moment till it’s over,” said 
Sylvia. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
THE DOOR OPENS 


In spite of Sylvia’s dread, her testimony at the 
trial was not as nerve-racking as she had feared. Se 
complete was the evidence assembled for the case 
that the whole matter was cleared up in a few days. 
Steiner, Freidman and Maizie Middlecoff were 
given the longest terms in prison. Wyman got off 
somewhat lighter, while Pete and Andy, who had 
former prison records, were sent up for ten years. 
Even the man in the brown suit had been appre- 
hended, and proved to be one of the gang’s expert 
housebreakers and pickpockets. There were twe 
others, whom Sylvia had never seen, of about Pete's 
caliber, who also got shorter terms. 

When Sylvia was leaving the courtroom with Nat 
Hudson and his family, she saw Helena Steiner 
going out slowly alone. She looked so distressed and 
disconsolate that Sylvia could not resist the impulse 
to go to her. 

“I must speak to her,” she said to , Mrs. Hudson. 

“Then I'll go with you,” said Mrs. Hudson, link- 
ing her arm through Sylvia’s. 

Helena was already moving toward the door, and 
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touched her lightly on the arm and said, “Mrs. 
Steiner,” she turned and looked at the girl in amaze- 
ment. 

“I—I just had to speak to you,” Sylvia faltered. 
“Tm so terribly sorry that everything has turned out 
as it has.” 

“Don’t think I'm blaming you for anything, Syl- 
via,” Helena replied quickly. “I've warned Carlos 
for years that it would some day come to this.” 

“II had to do as I did,” Sylvia actually found 
herself trying to defend her actions in Helena’s 
sight. 

“The thing that is such torture to me now,” con- 
fessed Helena, whose eyes were like burning coals 
that could not find relief in tears, “is that I feel 
myself partly to blame. I always craved so much— 
jewelry, houses, everything. When he couldn't get 
them for me in the lawful way, he tried the other. 
For a long time I didn’t realize where he was get- 
ting his money. Then it was too late. He was in too 
deep. Only since I met you have I come to know 
there're more important things, and that our lives 
could have been so different.” 

“Oh,” murmured Sylvia, drawing Helena to a 
corner of the courtroom as the crowd thinned. 

“But even when I met you I was trying to decide 
whether I could go on in that sort of life with 
Carlos. That’s why I tried the radio scripts. I wanted 
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to prove I could make a living before I cut loose.” 

“T see.” 

“I was terrified when I realized that Carlos was 
trying to drag you into his web. That’s why I sug- 
gested New York.” 

“I realize that now,” Sylvia told her. “But I hope 
you ll go now yourself—start a new life there. You're 
really a wonderful person, Helena, down under- 
neath.” 

Blinding tears at last dimmed the woman’s eyes, 
and she turned away a moment, while Sylvia and 
Mrs. Hudson hesitated to leave. 

With an effort Helena gained control of herself 
and said gratefully, “Coming from you, after all 
that’s happened, those are the kindest words a 
human being could speak. I think Ill take your 
advice.” 

Sylvia took her hand and said gently, “Good-bye 
and good luck! Write to me and let me know how 
you are faring.” 

“Would you answer? It would give me something 
to look forward to.” 

“Of course.” 

A moment later they hurried out to overtake Nat 
and the children and were soon on their way back 
to Oak Park. Hal had not been able to stay to hear 
the entire case but had returned to the studio after 
his testimony. 
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“I told him to come out and have dinner with 
us,” said Nat, when Hal was mentioned. 

“Good!” exclaimed Sylvia. “He'll be impatient to 
hear the verdicts.” 

On reaching the house, Sylvia found a letter from 
home and another from Beth.:-When she had read 
them both, she jumped up and ran to find some of 
the family. She finally located Mr. and Mrs. Hudson. 

“You'll never guess what news I have,” she chal- 
lenged. 

“I've done enough guessing for one spell,” Nat 
told her. 

“Beth's going to marry Tom Carter back home.” 

“Then she won't be coming back North?” asked 
Mrs. Hudson. 

“No. She's taking a social service job in Charleston 
where Tom is working. Isn’t it wonderful? I was so 
worried for fear she'd be upset over Wyman Mid- 
dlecoff turning out such a rotter.” 

“I'm glad for more reasons than one,” said Mrs. 
Hudson. “Now you can go on living with us.” 

“Oh, that’s sweet of you. I'll be thrilled to for a 
while,” Sylvia hesitated a moment, then added, “I 
hadn't meant to tell it so scon, but Hal and I are 
going into another sort of partnership before long. 
We'll soon be having a little apartment of our own.” 

“The dickens you will!” exclaimed Nat. He 
glanced toward the front walk and added. “There 
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comes the young rascal now. He'll have to answer 
to me for this.” 

But Hal hada surprise for them, too, after he 
had endured a little joking from the Hudsons. 

“Sylvia, honey, your break’s come!” he said. 

“What do you mean—break?” put in Nat. “Isn't 
it break enough for her to catch such an up-and- 
coming young man as you?” 

But Hal was still serious. “This is something she’s 
dreamed of long before she met me. Mr. Schroeder 
wants you to come and see him, Sylvia.” 

“Mr. Schroeder of WTIC?” 

Hal nodded. “He wants to talk to you about tak- 
ing the part of a southern girl in a serial he’s going 
to put on in the fall.” 

“Mr. Schroeder of all people! After hearing me 
blow off that day in the FBI office, and knowing all 
the mess I was in at the trial.” 

Hal laughed. “He wanted to know why in heck 
you didn’t talk naturally like that when you made 
the record you sent him?” 

“Heavens, did he say that?” 

“He wants a real southern girl in this show. After 
hearing you blow off that day in the FBI office, and 
watching you at the trial he’s decided youre just 
the type for the part.” 

“Well, who would have thought my chance would 
come like that!” burst forth Sylvia. 
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